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IN FEMORIANM

This issue of DOUBLE-BILL is dedicated to:
CHUCK DEVINE,

who was a good fan friend of ours until he
died on September 30th, 1962, ile learned
of his death just recently when we received
~ the last issue of his fanzine, "PILIKIA". It
. was mailed by MIKE JOHNSON, KENT JEPPESEN, &
GUY TERWILLEGER after his death, and was "pro-
tected" by a duplicate of the front cover with
the notice of his death on its back. I now
quote it in full:

"Dear Réader, -
This is the last issue of PILIKIA

you will ever receive, On September 30, 1962

Chuck Devine died of a self inflicted gun

shot wound.
Aloha,
PILIKIA"

—_— — —

I (Bill Mallardi, that is) am deeply grieved at the
passing of Chuck, as he was a good friend and correspondent of mine
for as long as he was in fandom. I even had met him in person last
year on- the way to the Seattle Convention, and he -traveled the rest
of the way from Boise to Seattle with Jon Stopa & I. How distinctly I
remenber that night we first met....Jon & I were one of the last one's
to arrive at Twig's house,of the Chicago Caravan, and it was pitch
black out. Someone walked out of the house to greet us, and stopped
in front of me. I couldn't make out his features...but I KNEW who it
was.,..."Chuck", I said ,"Chuck Devine?!",holding out my hand.......

I now shed a tear--for him.....Good-bye, Chuck, it was niceknowingyou..
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DOUBLE-BILL is published bi-monthly at the House of King REX, by Bill
Mallardi & Bill Bowers. Available for printed loc's, trades (all for
all prefered), or contributions of material and/or artwork, Also is
available for filthy ole money; the rate is 20¢ per, or 6 for a Buck,

TRADES and LOC's should bhe SUBS, MATERIAL and COA's should
sent to: be sent to:
BILL MALLARDI BILL BOWERS
214 Mackinaw Ave,, 124-6th st.,NW, Apt, 2,
Akron 13, Ohio Barberton, Ohio

NOTE: Don't make too big a production out of the above. Like, if you're
going to send both material and a loc (then you're a Good Faan),
there's no use splitting it up into two envelopes and using twice
the postage -- just send it all to one or the other of us, It
all ends up down by King REX anyways.,...

THE BEST OF THE HOLIDAY'S TO ALL OF YOU!
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An Editorial by BILL MALLARDI

bemg

Well, here we are again, two single Bills that bring out a DOUBLE-
BILL, (SORRY that we're so late tho. Bill & I've been getting over-
time in our respective jobs, and besides which the issue sort af snow-
balled on us! But maybe its just as well seeing as how the postal rates
are going up after this issue, and we're 'celebrating" the passing of
the old with a BIG, BIG issue. ) At first I was at a loss as to what I
wanted to talk about in my editorial, but it turns out now that I've got
more to talk about then my two alloted pages will give me! We were grat-
ified by the response to D-B #1 and actually happy that it did go over
as well as it did, Kind of surprlsed us, even tho it was what we tried
to do, and tho vwie were fairly satisfied with our results. I was also
croggled by the response ny "ham'" article got -- it was the item MOST
mentioned by those that wrote in, and was favorably received by most
everyone. In case anyone is 1nterested of the 136 copies mailed, we
heard from around 30 people or so, whlch isntt bad at all. I lad hoped
we'd get even more letters (fool that I am), but I suspect that the
Cuban Crisis had some affect on the letterhacks who probably figured:
"why bother to write if there's a nugtear wars! :

It seems that DOUBLE=BILL is a catdlytic: agent! No sooner than
2 weeks after it came out, the Crisis started. I mean, we figured D-B
would get SOME world- shaking unfavorable opinions, but nothing as B*A*D
as a WAR! Maybe we should fold?! After all, who Knows WHAT will happen
when this issue gets out??!! Frankly, tho I was as scared as bad as any
one else, deep down inside I flgured (hoped??) that Khrushchev would
back down & have his ships change course to avoid the possibilities of
war -- and even take out those missiles & planes -- but (to quote Busby
in CRY) :! that Tuesday was the day I was frightened half out of my
wits! more than any other. When nothing happened the rest of the day
& next day I "figured it never would, But the top local radio station
in Akron started broadcasting its news every 15 minutes , so you KNOW
everyone etse was scared too, However, in a time like that what can one
do, but go on with his everyday actlons & 1living as he knows how, even
tho at the time they may seem semseless and silly, when at any minute
he knows he could be blasted to kingdom come by someone, somewhere,
coldly pushing buttons. ## Let it be known tho, that i agree with
Kennedys! actions 100 per cent (as does just about awverybody else in
the free world) and am only sorry that he didn't step in a lot earlier
than he did.

Like I said above, I was satisfied with our results on D-B #l, in
the main -- but I was rather peeved at all the typoes and other mls—
takes we made thru-out the issue....and we're trying to correct that
thish. Bill sez I'm too much of a perfectlonlst in trying to have an
issue without any major mistakes in it, and I suppose it IS impossihle;
but I can't help it, thats the way I am. I like to have the thing neat
readable, and typo iree as much as possible -- since I waht to be prou&
of the thing, not ashamed of it,
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Another-thing: In regards to the contributions, what Bill may
like I may not, since my tastes are a bit different and demands some-
thing of qualify as much as possible rather than quantity. In other
words, its got to fit my opinion of what I think is good. But don't let
that scare any would-be contributors away from sending us material --
on the contrary, it should . encourage you to send us contributions,
and to keep trying and improve yourself at the same time if we happen to
reject or don't use it, We'll use material from -anybody that we think
1s good enough to print, be he a neo or a BNF. Mike Shupp thish is our
prime example of a young fans ability to improve and do something worth-
while. .

As mentioned on the inside front cover, this issue is dedicated
to Chuck Devine, who apparently died Sept. 30th, I'd like to get more
info on the happenings etc.; of his death, and would appreciate it VERY
MUCH if his parents, family, and /or friends would contact me immediate-
ly. Chuck was a good fan & a friend of mine,...and as a matter of fact,
after the Seacon (he had a way home with Ken Hedberg, since I wasn't
passing thru Boise on my way back East) he forgot to take his sleeping
bag out of the car. I STILL have it, and would also like to hear from
Chucks' family RE: returning it to them.(I even brought it with me to ¢
Chicagg to give to Chuck but he didn't go, so it was all for nought.)
My deepcSt sympathies do go to the Devine IFamily -- and I beg of them
to please write to me,

On the lighter side, I have Jjust bought a new G,E, Stereo Console
record player/ AM-FM-Multiplex radio combination, for $300.00 --- and is
it great! Of all the stereos I heard in town, the G.E, seemed to have
the best tone & clarity. One of the first stereo records I bought was a
LONDON 1p, with its new format & tremendous separation called "phase '4!
stereo", whereby they use 20 different mikes thruout the orchestra that
can be individually monitored by a big control board. Each and every
song 1s a masterpiece in itself for the engineers & musicians, The first
time I played those LONDON discs I wasso touched I got the goose-bumps...

So listen to me:Fans Who Have Stereos.... GET yourself those LONDON label
records - if you haven't already - they're the MOST! (Just call me a one-
man-recruiter for London records --- you Britishers are lucky, having

something as great as that originating from your country!)#Speaking of
records, "THE FIRST FAMILY" & "THE OTHER FAMILY'" comedy albums are very
popular around the nation now, I first heard them some weeks back at
work when an all night Cleveland disc jockey played them in the wee small
hours of the yawning. For spoofs & satires of the Kennedys & Khrushchevs
they're pretty good. As a matter of fact, I've got "THE FIRST FAMILY"
record myself, seeing as how I'm a true lover of good satire. Another
"comédy" (?) album this d.j, played was a very S*I*C*K thing called "DROP
DEAD". I forget the name of the clown who does it, but, unless your tastes
are very poor, AVOID this horrible thing at all costs! If you ever do
hear it, you'll know what I mean by sick, Man, its the sickest. But DO
get those LONDON Tecords,hear?? You won't regret it,

(End 6f musical report for this month!)

+ I had planned to include a picture of the Chicon in each copy of
D-B, by stapling them in as a'"rider", but decided against it since we're
late and have to get this thing out soonj;plus the fact that the cost
would be too great. Those people that I've pictures of WILL get them:
one nf these dayg, free. Any others who want color photos of the can
write to me, IT'S ;127 film, adaptable to slides too. (PELZ? HAYES?)

GUESS thas’ it...hope you like thish. bemmishly, Bill Mallardi
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EDITCRY& L BY

\B ILL BOWERS

Once more, from the depths of the House of King REX, a DOUBLE-BILL
comes to you. And it just about drug us along with it, too. A 44-page
zine, Great Ghu!. D-B was originally intended to be a small 20-24 page
zine--but it and our ole buddy Rex seem to have taken over this time,
so here we are. Future issues will definitely be smaller, probably
averaging around 30 pages (knock on wood) .

And I might mention here, before I forget, that approx. 160 copies
of this issue are going out--and next time D-B might not be going out
to exactly the same people. In other words, we are going to cut out
the deadwood on our mailing list right at the beginning. %Ue feel,
that two free copies should bring some sort of response from most of
our mailing. So if you recieved the first issue and didn't let us
kxnow that you did in some way, better let us know this issue to be on
the safe side. 'e want a mailing list of interested fansj; if you
don't particularly care about D-B, let us know and we'll cut you off,
See bacover for your status (if any).

our thanks to those of you who have so kindly contributed, and we
hope that our presentation of your material is to your liking. Special
thanks go to Karen Anderson, Dick Schultz, and Terry Jeeves for some
fine artwork to grace this ish. Also to ATom who sent some beautiful
i1los which will be presented on electronic stencils next time around.
Also, we would like to take this opportunity to express our thanks to
Dora Holland and Janie Lamb who have made available to us the art files
of the late, great Ralph Holland. Mfuch appreciated all, and also to
"essers, Coulson, Deckinger, Hamlin, Shupp & O'Neil. You'se all GOOD
people!

A few comments on the contests/listings mentioned here lastish: The
Best Novel idea has been dropped for the time being, because, necedless
to say, the variety of choices is too wide, and fans are too dElETrisE
in their cherished opinions to get together and select gne novel as
being the best. But the Basic Stf Library is coming along fine; to be
frank with you, it is coming along quite a bit better than I had ever
hoped it would. The final tabulation will be published nextish. So,
if you forgot, or didn't get the first issue, we would appreciate it
if you would send in what you consider to be the 25 books that you
think should be on every fans library shelf...any book that is general-
1y considered under the term'science fantasy'that is. Please, those
who are interested, try and get all the lists here by that last week
of January, even tho I realize that doesn't givc you too much time.
But it will take a little bit to combine the results and we want to
get D-B #3 out a little more closer to schedule. And again, thanks
muchly to those of you Who have already sent in your lists...they were
appreciated,

A brief word, before I go onto subjects other than that of THE
"AGAZINE: We would like to state for the record that praise and
criticism are equally welcomed by both BEM and I. We want to know
just what you do think of DOUBLE-BILL--not just what we would like
you to think of it. Hope you like thish, what say?
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Truly, I say unto you, the Day of the Boon 1is
upon us once again, You think I'm jokeing--the
‘signs are all about us. LOOK: 1) an average of
close to fifteen stf & fantasy paperbacks are
coriing out each nonthj true, still over half are
derived from the spe01allzed nags in one way or
another, but the number of originals are one the
1ncroase 2) The LANCER Science Fiction Library
scores agaln--flrst THE DYING TARTH (a classic in
any fan's language), and now A I"ARTIAN ODYSSEY by
Stanley G. Weinbaum (the third and fourth choices
- of LANCER I do not consider to be classics of any
- ‘sort, so wé will leave then for now); 3) :Ragpncy
Book$ is nmaking noises about a new p-b strzine,
ala the STAR Series (the first threc of which have
been reissued this yecar) and Hamling is publishing
Aldiss and Leiber in ROGUE since its special
fantasy issue; 4) IF is now readable (the printing,
I mean--not necessarily the content--has two-colored interéors, and
claims added wordage; 5) the new GALAXY Novels, now under the title
of MAGABQOK's; 6) GnLaXY & IF's new companion zine, WORLDS OF -.
TOMORROW, sounds like a winner, but I'll reserve judgement until I
see it; and 7) rauariors of a new stf21ne out of the West Coast heard :
at the CHICON. 4nd perhaps best of all to some, THE TWILIGHT ZONE
is returnin~ with a new one-hour time slot on Thursday nizhts, Yes,
the Boom of the '60's is upon us.

dhat say you?? Any connéents?

And what the hell ever happened to that COSHOPOLITAN article?
All we would like to know is what stanps have to do with stf fandon,
I"rs, Canper.

AT THE HOUSE OF KING REX DEPT: A4is nost of you prebably know by now, I
rnoved shortly before the CHICON III, from. the old place with the
funny address down to the present place, 'to zet closer to work--but
nainly to -et out away from ny parents. Now, please understand ne, I
didn't leave with a fi:ht richt after I ‘raduated from school like
many teena-ers; in fact I stayed at home close to a year and a half
after I be-an to work. But ry parents-are very strict in‘what I con-
sider to be a rather old-fashioned way, and they have certain opinions
rezardin~ rizht and wrons. Opinions, needless to say, that I didn't
always a-ree ‘with, I respect ny. partnts and their opinions, and I
'still ~o out home a couple of .tirmcés a week, but I fizure that I have
ny own life to lead as best I see fit, and that it would be better for
both sides if we wcre seperated. So herc I an.

(ore fascinatin- tidbits on 1life at: THE apartment nextish.)

- The, BEL; “he of the nimble Wlt has asked me to send out a "plea .
for more hunorous nmaterial. So John Berry, Nhere are you? Please?

‘So 'be sood, and until the next issue.... BILL BOWERS & Co.
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s . integration

by Bill Mallardi

I'm teed off, really I am. Matter of fact I'm so mad, inwardly
that I don't know whether or not I can get it across to you in worés
as to why, or even communicating clearly to you about it. However,
I'11 try., and before I do go into why I'm as angry as I am, let me
explain this about my views on integration/segregation, those two
words that have really been stirring up a storm in this country, more-
so lately than I think any other time in our history.

Now don't get me wrong, I'm going to tell you how and I want you
to remember this all thru this articlet I DO believe in integration,
and am violently opposed to the views held by the segregationists,
(At least, I believe in integration of the schools down South, and
other things of that nature, tho more drastic measures such as inter-
racial marriages I'm not too keen on). But at any rate I wamt you to
understand that I'm about as broad-minded as I or anyone else could
. possibly be concerning the rights of the Negro.

I'11 also tell you pow, that WHAT has made me so angry and anxious
enough to write about integration/segregation, are things that have
happened here in the Akron area over the past few months or so. As a
matter of fact, the news may have been carried over your wire services
and newspapers, so you may have heard about these happenings yourselfs

ITEM #1: A negro man....a manager of a funeral home in Akron, was
picked up by police for questioning when a negro family, one of his
so-called customers, complained that they couldn't find the grave of
their dead young baby in the cemetary, when they went to pay their
respects, and they had¢ already paid for the burial. The police in-
vestigated, and while searching the funeral home found the remains
of eight negro babies bodies, wrapped up in a sheet, and piled up in
the corner of a back room!! Some were badly decomposed, and it was
evident to the coroner that some of them had been there for from
one to three years! It seems as if this creep had been pocketing all
the money he was given to pay for the burial of the children, and at
least two-three of the eight were positively claimed as being paid for,
Now if that isn't the lowest thing for a human being to do, just for
a few extra bucks, and especially to his own people, then...... el 5
don't know, I'm specchless, and I give up hope! But thats not all,
now get this:
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The very next day after he was questioned,the police went back
to the "home'" and I'll be damned if they didn't find nine bodies in
that pitiful pile, and the investigating officers were very sure that
there were ‘'only eight" ' there yesterday! It was evident he had
slipped another -one into that pile OVERNIGHT" A1l I-cah -say is4 he-
mgst be Sick..s, 0T he'd better be! : : .M;M ; _ff

As an a51de personally I wouldn't doubt but that at least two or
three of*‘those, nlne babies were illigitimatey ‘theugh the papers .never
mentioned’ i Try and thats one of the Teasons why he could get away with
it as long as he did, Its also my personal belief that negro glflst“ﬁ
_generally speaking, have just about the lowest morals (in the .S.):
‘than the white girls would ever have, which brings me 1nto amn: appropos
lead-in to:

ITEM#2: A 19 year old negro girl was arrested by the: Sherrlff's
office after murdering a one year (Or so)old white baby that:she was:
paid to baby-sit with'! The reason? I'guess you could call: it revenge,
of a sort, You see, she was angry---yes, thats what I said--- just mad
at the mother of the baby, who had flred her for shacking-up with her:
21 year old negro boy friend while she lived/baby-sat at theiwhite
womans home!! The details, as far as I can gather, are theses The =
girl worked and 1lived in the white families'home, and baby-sat when
the parents want out. This particular evening, the boy’ friend.:drove up
on his,.motorcycle before they had gone, so. the girl was'told that- he'
could stay there for a while ,BUT THAT HW HAD TO GO HOME" BY: MIDNIGHT.
After midffght the.lady called up the house to check on" thingsy’ ‘and
asked. 1f the guy nad gone,and the girl hemmed and hawed around :before
saying "yes", making the mother suspicious. When they got home later
on in the morning,they found he was still there, and that she had had
intimate relations with him. When asked as to
why he was still there, the girl explained
that itHwas~too” chllly that might, for him
to go home on his motorcycle with only a
jacket", so of course she let him stay the
night! The lady told her she was fired,etc.
and could no longer live with them. Durlng
the day while the lady and husband worked,
she baby-sat for the last time.According
to her, the baby was lying on the copuch, and
to "get even" she took the mothers silk
stocking, and wrapped it around his neck,
pulling 1t tight until she. choked him to
death., Then she very calmly walked over to
the phone gnd called the sherriff, telling
him she thought she just killed a baby.

And all this, just because she was hurt and
angry, and Wanted to get back at the poor
Chlld's mother!!

SO0, now you see, Thats the reason I'm
So mad that the negrpos scream for their
civil rlghts and better treatment, while all -
along stupid individuals TROM THPIR - OWN
RACE pull down all their attempts of being’
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respected and getting results integration-wise, by sick and-some-
times violent actions 1like the two mentioned above. 0f course, I am
also personally angry at the two individuals involved, but that does-
n't help matters one way or another, even though the acts were de~
plorable, I mean, there isn't anythlng I can do, the law will 111 take
care of them; evén though when I first heard the news ( incidently,
both had happened within 7 days or so of each other ) I could almost
agree to getting a lynch mob together and taking care of them personal-
ly. Which, I realize, would just bring me down to their level of low-
ness, So 1ts actually the end results those two creeps brought about
that I'm mad at. Integration would never come about if things llke
that occur too often. Just about the time the people of the nation
(both North and South) would start getting used to the thought of
giving the negros the rights they deserve, some boob would come .along
and undo all the good by letting his greed ~emotions, etc., get the
best of him, and commit such deplorable acts that the people would
switch back to their segregationist views again., -

I guess this whole article could be boiled down to one ratheral 2
well-used  word: Education. Until the Negro leaders wake up,and
pound some sense into their peoples! heads about how to help lnstead
of hinder their movements toward a better understanding between the:-
whites and the blacks, they're STILL going ‘to have one helluva long,
hard fight.- _ s 9 2= -
THE
N
D

MONUMENT

The golden rays of a strange sun,
Glimmer upon a distant planet;
And gleaming bronze lads have fun
In the shadows of the Monument,

In that strange and faraway land,

I found true happiness at last;

If I too join the lads when I can,
It is because. time flees fast.

Soon I must leave, as all men have,
And journey over beaten paths;

And when I finally take my leave,
I'll have torn my soul in half,

Tor back beside that great Monument,
With the great sun shining bright,

On my lovely uncontaminated planet
After wandering, I found the Light.

—BILL BOWTRS
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A FOR ANDROME DA™ 87

FRPD HOYLE and JOHN ELLIOT-c19A2- Harpers (206pp, <
43.50) and SF Book Club (191pp, $1.00) “-*‘

In Greek mythology, Andromeda, daughter of a mighty
king, was bound by her people to a rock as a sacrifice to
a monster, but was saved at the last minute by Perseus, a
young man currently on the outs with the rulers of his na- -
tion, Fred Hoyle, prominent astronomer, both theoretical
and populizer.and science fiction author; and John ph a5 Lo Y
English script and play-wright and television producer,
have combined to write a good novilization of the myth-cum-
allegory in A FPOR ANDROMEDA. There are some slight differ-
ences; for example, Medusa's head has become logic, bt i -
people react the same to both, and the plots are parallel '
in many respects.

:J“--
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Sometime in the late 19A0's, the worlds most powerful
radio telescope, recently completed at Bouldershaw Fell, a
bleak portion of an English moor, begins to receive a
message from space, a message from the constellation of
Andromeda sent a distance of two hundred light years.

John Fieming, cobuilder of the 'scope with Dennis
Bridger, and a mathematician and pure physicist, interprets
the message as being a computer program, a program needing
a computer many thousand times faster and larger than any
computer of the present time. 30 the British government
builds one,possibly because it can be used in tracking un-
identified space satellites, a number of them passing over
Britain in a modernistic saber-rattling. '

The computer is built and the program fed in. The re-
sults are another program - the computer wishes to know if -
we understand the hydrogen atom. Since we do, we tell it so,
and the computer asks another - what is the bio-chemistry
of his builders? Then the computer asks more questions and
Tikmall T9rs Shear 65 - 8o~ telilisys -things.,

Such as how to build a man.
. So one is built by the computer and Madeleine Dawnay,
an Edenburgh bio-chemist., Fleming isn't very helpful: he
suggests that the computer be overhauled immediately, pre-
ferably with a sledge hammer. The'man' isn't very success-
FollbatAthesdompuber -isn’t bothered; quite casually 1%
electrocutes a woman technician and somehow comes up with
all the data needed to build a perfect human being.
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The perfect human being happens to be a beautiful girl who
reaches maturity in four months. The perfect human being has the brain
of a computer and apparently has no emotions or feelings beyond those
of logic. All in all, the perfect human being is a most beautiful
monster.,

Andromeda, or Andre' ., 'as the girl is called, is an intermediary
to the computer. A data collecting device of organic matter instead
of metal; a secondary machine to convert human thought to computer
programming, somewhat like the calculating machines that convert dinary
tosbigary arithnefiel for fEheteonpiiGemEMels tadaly..: " And. 1ike a-good cal-
culator should, she is @bedient, But to whom?

The computer and Andromeda have their own plans, programmed into
them by their mysterious designers in Andromeda, which differ from
those of the various Earth governments. Questing and abitious. the
Andromedians are bent upon conquest, even if senselessly and through
others, The first step in the computers master plam seems to be cor-
ruption of governments. And just what corrupts absolutely?

So England gets power in the form of interceptor missiles, and
things begin to get rotten. Then, surprisingly enough, Fleming, al-
ready a target for assassination by Andromeda, gets help from a Per-
manent Under Secretary...

The end is melodramatic, perhaps, but good melodrama nontheless,
and with a touch of tragedy that redeems it.

A FOR ANDROMEDA is Hoyles' best novel to date. There's action,
but done intelligently, without the constant dashing around of
OSSIAN'S RIDE. There's love, both the tom-cat variety of previous Hoyle
novels, and the more adult type of the heroine. There's good character-
ization, from Judy, to Fleming and Osbourne, even to Kauffman and
Andromeda. There's even a bit of sex, to complicate the love but not
the plot; Hoyle appeals to no voyears.

The politics are both interesting and intregal to the plot, from
Vandenberg who was "air commander of a friendly but dominent occupying
power to whom this country was one square on a large chess board",
to Kauffman and Intel, the large-and unscrupulous trading and spy
agency, to the antics of the Cabqinet with their new interceptor
missiles, I would like to know, though, why it was necessary to plant
two undercover agents at Bouldershaw Fell; perhaps all govennments
are this way? :

Flemings' character is the most developed, but it's hardly
strange. After all, Hoyle's had lots of time to develop it in. Fleming,
Kingsley (BLACK CLOUD) and Thomas Sherwood (OSSIAN'S RIDE) are all the
same person with three names, it would appear; same tastes in politics,
occupations, women, etc.

I was surprised to find - not find?-that this novel had no narra-
tive "frame" in it; no prolog and epilog. This is an un-Hoyleish trait
and I suspect that Elliot had something to do with it - as a whole,the
style is more even then in Hoyle's previous novels,and I suspect that
Elliot had something to do with that, too.

This is a Good Book. Now, just when will Hoyle and Elliot coll-
aborate again? I'm looking forward to it.

THE END

52



DREAM  of a BEGGAR

!

B T ronE B A AN B, BONMEER'S

The shore is long and endless in the heavy gloom of twilight.
Above it, oblivious to the desolate scene about him and the crashing
roar o breakers far below, the lonely figure of a man stands on the
edge of a weather-worn cliff, ! ;

His head is flung far back as he stares upward, trying hopeless-
ly to pierce the heavy overcast. The paceing clouds, as if with some
malicious intent, have hidden the glow of the moon and stars behind.
their vaporous curtains. And with every freezing breath of the gusty
wind, it seems that they are jeering at him, taking vengeful pride in
their ability to hide from him that which he seeks.

The vast sea in front of him is heaving heavily, and in the
thickening darkness the rolling waves are growing higher and higher,
They splash into dribbling foam against the rock-strewn shore, and
vanish before the endless legions of new waves which instantly re-
place them. : =

He feels the hostile air of QOctober biting through his thread-
bare clothes, as it tries to invade his body and his soul. It
breathes into his veins, making his body shiver in tempo to the
monotonous music of frost. It plays in his soul a melancholy tune,
accompanied by the gnawing pangs of his unsatisfied hunger.

His body shakes leaf-like with fatigue and he tries unsuccess-
fully to fight the penetrating coldness by waving his arms at his
sides. His eyes are still fixed on the hostile sky, as if he might-
by some miracle of the gods, pierce their uncareing veil—for beyond
them lies Venus. The beautiful, peaceful, warm planet that is so
near to the Sun; the mysterious, miraculous Venus where there is no
misery such as his.

But the veil is not rent, and hesighs sadly as he turns and
starts the long walk home. It is a familier walk—he has made it
many nights in the past.

*

By refraining from the comforts and many o” the necessities of
exitsifante o hevadisheen: saying ‘money for: mosisEieinis. nnfertamate Lite
slowly. building up a pitiful hoard of small coins. He had not per-
mitted himself the luxury of a movie in many years; instead he would
go to the Public Library and read fanciful tales of far places. And
sometimes, when his body thirsted for a cool bottle of beer, he would
take out his chipped old jug, fill it with sparkling water from the

—
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Spring and lean back in his creaking chair.
Mhewre dhe wollld ‘empty At slowly, his . fancy
turning the water into beer and sending it
down pleacs&ntly warm to circulate in his
withered stomach.

And when one of his few and temporary
friends would question him as to why he wore
those old and ragged clothes, he would cheer-
fully reply: "I'm saving up money to go to
Venus; it's warmer out there."

He would never have understood even if he
had seen it, the half-mocking, half-pitying
look that they would give him as they turned
away, shaking their heads slawly. :

Although he lived in a small and dingy
room, it was good.'enough ror him. Once, long
ago, he had dreamed of living in a large house
with plush furnishings and servants to take
care of his every need—but that was long, °
long ago. That was before he had overheard"
by accident that fateful conversation which
was to change his life completely, blotting
out all previous dreams to reach toward a new
and bigger quest.

*

A thin, pimpled youth, he had entered the
small, -dirty tavern with nervous haste. Eight-
een,, regristration card and {irst legal drink,
Now he laughed with fond rememberance of the
semi-bitter taste that had trickled down his
throat, and the wry grimace that had twisted
his face. One grows old, ke thought with
sudden longing, when he begins to recall the
foolishness of his youth.

The faded details of the dusky bar with
its sweetish-sour aroma failes to come back,
but he still remembered with startling clarity
the ramblings of the grizzled o0ld spaceman.

He had told others while the boy listened
eagerly, that Out There in the nearness of the
Sun there was a planet called Venus. It was a
cloudly world, but it was covered with beauti-
X0l forests and. jumgles of mystery, and it was
a world that was always warm and peaceful.

And every year, a fortunate few hundred
colonists went Out There to settle down and
brasds Enee Bemaill, - haPpy  colonie s, .. . :

Tver since that fateful day, he had been
saving money by what means he could. He tolerat-
ed the ever increasing mockery of the towns-
people, worked harder and let his optimistic

dl
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gancydcompensate for the lacking nourishment and rest his dream en-
itle

~ Long ago, he had’ sold the moldy furniture of his room out from
under. the prying eyes of his landlord. He had left irntact only the
decaying bed a tottering wooden table, and the creaking chair. In
a corner of the ancient room was a small decript hearth, which he
warmed with coal stolen- from the plentiful cellers of hlS neighbors.
He had no light for he spent the long nights in scavaging and gazing
when he could, at the small pinpoint of whitish 1light that was his
dreamworld. Besides, even candles were too expensive a luxury for
himo 5
" And when his weakening body permitted him, he collected and
stole rags, paper and junk, selling them for what meage funds that
he could. Then endlessly, he would start the cycle again.

Hic. e iidr g 10 thlS W1thout complaint, living only in his dream of -
another world that was nearer to the qhn a world nearer to the.
source of all 1life. He dreamed of another planet where the birds
were singing forever and contented colonists were working cheerfully
in the warmth—because there was enough food for all and summer was
eternal, for there was no winter, And as he dreamed, he was grate-
ful that he was born into.the twenty-first century, a century when
the gargantuan, gledaming rockets make possible for at least-a select
few the opportunrty to reach a better world.

*

Why? Why did he long for Venus so? He didn't know exactly, he
only knew-that he lived with a painful desire that wouldn't be :
safttisfiedy rand "‘that whlspered perSLStontly, continensly. in his m1nd
———Sunward' Sunward:!

And with every recurrlng autumn he felt his death like that of
the falling leaves coming nearer, ever nearer, In .the darkenlng
autumn nights he saw death's blood thirsgy, eldtelningselaws;—#n the
frost-tinged winds and sleeting rains he felt its broodful, hovering
presence; and in the slush-strewn asphalt streets he smelled its
nauseating, putrid odor. ‘He would tremble and scream with the fear
that death would claim him before he had achieved his dream.

Moaning with the misery of his sorrows,he would run wildly
through the streets to the spaceport, and there would cling tightly
to the rusty wire safety fence that surrounded the vast plain of
scarred and pitted concrete, There he would watch with growing envy
the distant stick-like figures of those fortunate few who were de-
parting this God-cursed world for a far botter one. His entire body
would tremble with barely supressed anger and hope—anger that those
unknowns out there shduld for some reason te more fortunate than hej
and a never-ceasing. hope that some blissful day soon he would be out
among those whom he-fiow so.-despised.

At moments like those-his-dream was not solely his own but
rather it was in reality the age-o0ld dream of- all manklnd——a dream
that had existed as long as had man. It was the relentless and vn-
changing dream that had driven the desperate men of Earth into space
at its command.
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On every clear night and many that were not, he and his dream
would go down to the familiar shore and stand on the brooding cliff
overhanging it, There, with a strange and unexplainable happiness,
he would gaze with tear-filled eyes at the tiny, flickering dot that
was Venus. And sometimes as he stared at the faraway glow, it seemed
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