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editorial
SINISTERRA IN PAST TENSE <

Although many of you might have thought this was the first issue of a
new fanzine, this is actually the eighth comsecutive (we haven't missed a
single one) issue. You were probably too young to pay attention to such
things when the other issues were so0ld to a select few. Ve now have a sad
duty to perform. We must tell you that this is probably the last issue you
will ever see of SINISTERRA. Ve are sad because this reans we must refund
the unused portions of all the advance subscriptions we have received dur-
ing the seven years SINISTERRA has been published, and you're crazy if you
don't think we could use that fifty cents.

SINISTERRA has been & publication of the Nameless Ones, which has been
Seattle's idea of a science fiction club., SINISTTRRA hzd teen planned as a
quarterly fanzine representing the kighest quality writing, illustrating,
and publishing of wvhich the club was capable. 1In addition to SINISTERRA,
the club also published a more frequent organ -~ a ratty thing called Cry
of the Nameless, which published club announcements and sheer trash.

The first four issues of SINISTERRA, sparked by G. M. Carr, were close
to being on schedule and realized the high, fannish ideals upon which the
publication was based. The next three issues, no longer sparked by G. li.
Caxr, were widely spaced as club enthusiasm waned. The few who were inter=-
ested in publishing SINISTIREA were too busy with other projects or were
handicapred by lack of assistance or authority to carry on the Ghood Whork.

lieanwhile the mangy old Cry of the Hameless continued to be published
with increasing regulcyity end volume, becoming so unwieldy that it went
subscription to finance it, and was published by a different editor each
month to spread out the work.

At long last we have wised up. That crumby old Cry of the llameless is
more regular, more popular, mnore nccessary, and just plain more fun than
SINISTERRA would ever be likely to be. Jith most of our effort going into
the production of a monthly Cry, we have very little time and energy for
the higher things in life, like SINIGTIRRA, for instance.

lind you, we are not going to be so incautious as to say another issue
of SINISTERRA will never happen; we only say the event is so improbable
that we are returnirg unused subscriptions with this issue. Ve are making
a provision for you addicts of SINISTZRRA who can't live without it. If
you want to be notified in case another issue does come gkout, 1let us know
somehow so that we can let you lmow somehow.

After that, don't skren us; we'll skren you.






BEHIND
the

GLass *

Ver

By Burnett R.Toskey

The nocturnal slumber of Clara Donovan was rudely interrupted on that
memorable night, for it was on that night that the pirates came for her.
Startled, she sat upright in bed, but rough hands were upon her and she was
forced back onto the bed, She did not scream, for she did not frighteneasily,

"Who are you?" she asked. "What do you want?"

Fer answer a greasy rag was stuffed into her mouth. She lashed out
»ith her arms into the darkness, but slimy hands pinioned them, The bedcovers
were ripped off. Luckily she had on a nightgown, although it was pitch dark
in ths room, fhe kicked, and felt her toe sink intc¢ a hard furry stomach, and
heard an accompanying grcan. Thick ropes were placed about her ankles and
her wrists were bound together behind her back. She was picked i.p, kicking
and struggling. Her captors made no sounds during the entire operation
except for an occasional grunt from exertion, for the girl was hard to con-
trol. She could tell that some f the villains were Martians and some were
Venusians by the hairy paws holding her feet and the slimy hands holding her
wrists.

A small air flyer waited outside the window, its motor running quietly,
its pilot anxious. The pilot’s anxiety lessened when his comrades appeared
with their capture and they were on their way to safety, Clara was deposited
unceremoniously on the floor. The interior lighting now revealed her for
the first time. Fire blazed from her blue eyes and she shook her head
meaningfully.

A huge warty Venusian bent over and removed the gag from her mouth
"Who are you?" she asked again. Where are you taking me?"

The Venusian's bulbous eyes glanced toward his burly Martian comrades.
"Dorkan sent for you," he said at last.

Clara shivered. Dorkan, the space pirate, was known to every _.umanoid
in the Solar System. She shook a golden ringlet from one eye. "What does he
want with me?" she asked.
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At that moment the pilot turned in his seat and saw the girl. His
eyes bugged from their sockets. "Jeez, what a body'" he gasped as his hairy
unkempt form left the seat and lurched toward the girl. At that moment the
flyer took a sudden nosedive.

The Venusian grabbed the controls and two Martians grabbed the Earth-
man. "Get back to your joh," one snarled. "Some of you Earthmen just can't
keep your emotions under control, What do you think Dorkan's paying you for?"

Grumbling, the Earthman took his job over from the Venusian.

"My father won't let you get away with this," the rirl snapped. "My
father's the richest man on EFarth —— he'll have the whole Space Navy after
you tomorrow morning."

A Martian turned its heavily furred body and said, "A fat ransom
you'll bring, then."

The girl lay quiet. 8o that was why she had been kidnapped. She
should have guessed it. The pirates were not paying any attention to her at
the moment, but she was bound too securely to take advantage of this. Soon
she would meet Dorkan, the pirate. No one had ever seen Dorkan and lived,
except his trusted cohorts. Many claimed that Dorkan was a Martian, for
Martians are known for cruelty and sharp wit. Others believed Dorkan to be
Venusian, since Venusians are known for their fanatic single-minded desire
for personal gain. At least, she thought, she would perhaps be able to find
the answer to this problem, even though she might pay dearly.

The flyer now approached a small encampment enclosed by mountains
which were barely visible in the starlight. A spaceship was revealed by
starlight reflected from its glistening surface.

The flyer landed. Rough hands again lifted Clara. and two Martians
held the pilot securely. They entered the spaceship.

Before Clara had time to adjust her eyes to the brilliantly lighted
interior of the ship she heard the familiar hiss of a plutonium gun. She
cringed involuntarily and opened her eyes in time to see the Earthman sink
to the floor in a mass of writhing flame. Wide—eyed she looked up at the
source of the murderous fusillade. And looked into a pair of cold gray eyes
poised above a cruelly leering mouth. The whole ensemble was implanted in
a face that could never be forgotten once it had been gazed upon.

"Dorkan!" she gasped, for it could be none other. At that moment
Clara knew true horror, for she saw Dorkan for what he really was. Dorkan
now stood revealed as a member of a race known to be craftier and more
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sadistic than any Martian, and more rapacious than any Venusian. Dorkan,
the Space Pirate, was an Earthman.

A crafty smile appeared momentarilv on ~ne end of Dorkan's leering
mceuth, and he turned and left the room, Two of the barrel-chested hairy
Martians lifted her ard -he was carried down the companionwayy a short dis-
tance and finally deposited in a small rcom. The door was locked. She was a
prisoner!

She glanced around. A soft mat lay along one wall. She made her way
to it and lay down to finish her night's sleep which had been so rudely
interrupted.

Jim Thompson, All-Solar fullback for 2219, Mr. Solar System for
2221 - 2224, declared to be the most eligible bachelor in the Solar System,
recipient of a rumored average of five thousand marriage proposals every
day, stood before Hiram Donovan, the uranium, plutonium, and radium magnate,
richest man in the Solar System, and the father of Clara Donovan.

"Don't worry about Clara, Jim," said the girl's father. "She can take
care of herself pretty well."

Jim groaned, muttering, "How well I know." as he rubbed his sore shin
involuutarily. "But Dorkan has her, and I think something should be done!"

The older man looked approvingly at the young athlete. "You like Clara
pretty well, don't you? What would you suggest?"

Jim considered the question. "I'm not too sure. Uh — have you tried
sending the ransom money?"

At that moment a communicator buzzed. Mr. Donovan flicked a switch
and a distraught face appeared on the screen. "What is it, Jones?" he
barked.

"Sir, our ship has just been attacked. Pirates have just taken the
ransom morey and —"

"That's all right, Jrones, return to Earth!" He broke th- connection.
He shr gged. "You have the answer. It was worth a try, of course. But every
ransom shipment is bound to be at acked, most likely by Dorkan himself. He
can just keep demanding it."

Jim straightened to his full six foot three and said, "Then I'm going
after her!"
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to cne side. Her capture had certainly been carried off with success.

She looked around the room, seeking to find something wit™ which she
could cut or loosen the ropes that bound her wrists, but without success.

She stopped her useless efforts as she heard the lock of her door being
manipulated. Unconciously she flung her head back to get the golden ring-
lets of hair out of her eyes. The door opened to reveal a yuvung Earthman
of- about eighteen years. His eyes widened as he saw her, and the plutonium
. gun in his hand wavered slightly.

. Clara relaxed when she saw him. "Who are you®" she asked, eyeing a tray
of food that he was escorting.

"Billy Dean," he said, the gun quivering in his hand, as he rolled the
food cart toward her. Cautiously he pulled a chair over to the cart and
said, "You can sit here."

Clara seated herself on the chair pretending to have a grreat* amount of
difficulty in doing so. She eyed the food hungrily. "You'll have to untie
my hands so I can eat, Billy," she coaxed, giving him a sweet smile.

He weakened and said, "Well, turn around and hol’d your hands out behind
you. But no tricks, now!"

She complied, and as he untied her wrists with one hand, she asked, "How
come a nice boy like you is all mixed up with a villain like Dorkan®"

Billy straightened up and said proudly, "Dorkan says that when I get

older I will get a ship of my own, and then I can be a real pirate, just
like him."

"Oh," she swallowed. "Well, won't that be nice," she finished lamely.

Her hands free, she lost no time in attacking the food. Billy waited

patiently while she ate, his gun hand now relaxed, his young eyes feasting

themselves on the lovely form of the girl, still clad only in a nightgown.

The girl looked at him as s e finished eating. He was a well-built
kid, but in a scrap she could probably handle him, she thought.

She smiled winningly at him. "Why don't you untie my feet, Billy?
These awful ropes hurt me so much."

His gun hand once more tensed as he drew the cart away from the girl,
"Nothing doing," he said. "Boss said not to."
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"You're not afraid of little me, are you Billy?" she teased, assuming
a helplessly fragile oose. Her lips were purse® slightly as she smiled at
him, and her eyes beckoned to him.

His breath was coming in gasmps now. "Of course I'm not afraid of you,"
he stammered. "I've got to tie you back up again now."

Clara smiled, turned her back to him, and stretched her arms out behind
her. Seeing that the girl was willing to cooperate, he set the gun down
within easy reach ard cautiously placed a short length of rocpe over her
wrists. At that moment the girl leaned back a little too far and almost
lost her balance in the chair. Instinctively he caught her around the
waist, and a swe«t perfume from the golden hair assailed his nostrils as
she fell against him. He started to push her away but she made no hrostile
roves, 80 he continued to hold her. She turned her head and his lips hung-
rily sought hers.

She pressed herself tightly against him. His heart was pounding like a
pile driver as he pressed her d-wn to the floor. "My feet, Billy," she
gasped.

Trembling, he released his grasp and fumbled at the knots that held her
ankles tightly together. She lay flat on t..e floor, her half-revealed
breasts rising and falling as Billy, caution thrown to the winds, completed
the operation of untying her legs.

He looked up then, and the girl raised one shapely knee slightly and
smiled. He lurched forward, but at that moment Clara brcught her knee up
sharply, right into his face. Before he could reccver his amazement, both
of her fists pounded in“o his eyes and she leaped out from under him with a
nimbleness that would have surpised him, had he not been momentarily blinded
by the drubbing. He ¢x erienced a sharp pain in his h ad just before he
lost consciousness . The girl was now standing, a look of slight regret on
her pretty face. She was holding the plutonium gun by its barrel.

She decided that he wouldn't be bothering anybody for a while. She went
out to the corridor, and since no one was in sight, stepped out and locked
the door behind her. fhe advanced in the direction she had been carried the
night before. She tried several of the doors along the way, but all of them
gseemed to be locked. Rounding a slight bend she suddenly came upon the end
of the corridor. A large door faced her, and this one opened at her touch.
She found herself in the main drive room.

"All right Dorkan," she screamed, "your game is up. Everybody stand up
and don't make a move!"

.
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Dorkan and his Venusian and Martian co-pilots were startled from their

:deep concentration at the control pancle and lost no time in complying with

+her orders. Dorkan smiled cruelly at the girl, and his eyes seemed to look

" gtraight through her. In spite of herself she was shaken by that piercing
stare.

Suddenly Dorkan raised his eyes and looked over her shoulder, and with a
- knowing smirk said, "All right, boys, get her!"

She whirled, her golden ringlets flying in all directions, to forestall
* Dorkan's minions which had come up behind her. But no one was there. She
~had been tricked. Before she could recover from her e:ror, the gun was
- snatched out of hand, and a pair of slimy Venusian hands held her securely.

One of the big Martians hurried down the corridor to release Billy Dean.
- The Venusian holding the struggling girl bore her down the corridor a short
-~ distance and forced her into another room. The girl whirled, only to come
‘ face to face with Dorkan, who had been right behind.

Clara backed away from the villain as be shut the door behind him. Here

. was a man she would be unable to subdue in a fight. Dorkan stood six foot

"three and was thickly muscled. If he could ever wear a pleasant expression
on his face, he would be attractive.

She was now backed against the wall, her arms outspread. S..e looked at
him with a half-fear in her eyes, her lips parted slightly. One shapely knee
was slightly raised and her half-revealed breasts were rising and falling.
The pirate advanced swiftly upon her and put his arms abou. her body. OCne
arm encircled her waist and his hand found t e small of her waist. The
other hand moved up her back until it grasped a handful of soft fragrant
golden hair. The sweet perfume assailed his nostrils.

She waited, knowing that it would be useless to struggle Norkan swiftly
pressed himself against her tightly and his hungry mouth sought her fresh
young red lips. Clara hung onte him for support, for she found that her
feet were no longer touching the floor. Her breath was now coming in short
heavy gasps, and as her breasts were pressed tightly against his strong chest
her mouth was forced against his.

Slowly the villain released her, and for an instant she had difficulty
regaining her balance. She looked up into his eyes, not smiling, but now n~»
longer afraid, even of the desire for her that she read in his eyes.

Dorkan turned and went to the door, turning for a last look as he
reached it.




SINISTERRA

Clara now looked at him and said, "You're a strange man, Dorkan. You're;ﬁ
the strangest man I ever met. I don't even know your first name. You're i
going out there where only Venusians and Martians are waiting when--when--" ¥
She looked down and at that moment the nightgown fell from her shoulders
and ended in a heap at her feet.

"Yeah," he snarled. "But you're a heroine type. I mustn't touch," and
he started out the door.

e fete sfocs ofeode cfuch

"But you're a villain type!" she reminded him, stepping off of the
nightgown.

"You're right," he smiled as he shut the door and started toward her.

Jim Thompson nosed his little spaceship through the void between
Eart . and Mars. He pressed the button on his transmitter and shouted,
"Dorkan, you villain, surrender immediately or pay the consequences. I,
Jim Thempson, All-Solar fullback of 2219, am coming after you. Beware,
Dorkan, you. villainous pirate, you!"

He turned on the receiver, wondering what reply he would get. The radio -
was silent. "You coward!" he called into his transmitter. That should get
regsults, he reasoned. Still the receiver was silent.

At that moment the ship lurched to one side and the sound of metal
scraping on metal reached his ears. He picked up his plutonium gun as it
dawned on him that the pirates had crept up unseen and were now about to
board his spaceship.

Three huge Martians appeared in his airlock and came menacingly toward
him. Jim calmly pointed the plutonium gun at them and pulled the trigger.
Nothing happened. In dismay he lcoked down to discover that he had for-
gotten to load the weapon. He threw the useless gur away. He hadn't been
All-Solar fullback in 2219 for nothing, he rationalized, as he leaped for
the first Martian. But the Martian was as soli® as a goalpost. Not long
afterward our intrepid hero was locked in a cell and bound hand and foot.

He looked around. A soft mat lay alcng one wall. He made his way to it
and lied down for some much needed sleep.

He was awakened by noises outside his door. The lock was being manipu-—

lated. He sat up just as = young Earthman entered, followed by a cart con—
taining a tray of food. He had two blackened eyes. Jim looked at the food
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thoughtfully and said, "Who are you?'

The food was silent but the youth said, "Billy Dean." He kept the
plutonium gun leveled on Jim as he wheeled the food cart into the room.
Suddenly the youth's face brightened. "Say, mister, aren't you Jim Thompson,
All-Solar fullback in 2219°2"

"Yop, that's right," said Jim confidently, thinking that maybe here
was a friend. "How about untying my hands so I can eat?"

"Gosh," stammered Billy. "I can't untie your feet, though. Boss's
orders, you know; but hold your hands out behind you."

He removed the ropes from Jim' wrists.
"Have you seen Clara Donovan?" he asked.

"Yeah," Billy answered. "The Boss has her in his cabin. She was in
here for a while, but she tricked me and escaped.”

Jim looked at the boy's eyes and agreed, "She's a tricky one." He began
eating the food, for even heroes need food. "Where is my ship?"

"It's trailing out behind us."
Jim concentrated while he ate. "Say, Billy," he said. "How about you
and me and Clara gettin~ away from here? You ought to be able to find some

spacesuits we can use —-"

"Nothin' doing! Dorkan's going to make me a full time pirate when I
get old enough."”

"You mean with a ship of your own?"

"Yeah. Ain't that somethin', huh?"

"It sure is, Billy," agreed Jim, his mind racin.. "But you're old
enough to be a pirate right now. I'll tell you what I'll do. 1I'll give you
my ship and you'll even have me and Clara for your crew and we can be

pirates. How does that sound?"

The boy's eyes 1lit up like neon signs. "Gee, Mr. Thompson, do you
really mean that®?"

"I certainly do," bhe said reassuringly.
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"Gosh. I'd be a pirate captain with Jim Thompson in my crew!"®

"Well, untie my feet and we can get Clara and some spacesuits. Why,"
he paused, "the name of Billy Dean will be even better known than that of

: Dorkan himself!"

Hastily, Billy untied Jim's legs, and together they went out into the
corridor which, luckily, was deserted.

"There are some spacesuits in here," said Billy, opening a door. Three
spac suits with attached plutonium guns were removed frcm the small closet.

"Now where's Clara," Jim asked.

"Over here." Billy led the way to orkan's private quarters and opened
the door.

Clara was once more in her nightgown, there being no other women's
clothing aboard. She smiled as she saw Jim. "Why Jim, how did you get here?"

"I don't have time to answer that now," Jim answered. "Hurry and get
into this spacesuit. We're escaping from this ship." He threw her a space-
suit and began climbing into his.

"Follow me," he directed through the spacesuit intercom as he made for
the nearby airlock. He was already in the airlock when he realized they
weren't following him. BRefore he could collect his wits the outer door was
open and he was flung out into space.

He loocked around. Sure enough there was his spaceship in tow behind
the pirate vessel. As he started toward it he suddenly found breathing
difficult. In diczmay he checked bie oxygen tanks, but saw that they were
both full.

Behind in the pirate vessel, Billy was half way into his suit, but Clara
had ignored hers as she went straight to the main drive room and opened the
door. Dorkan rose and came toward her with a smile. "Well, what is it,
Clara dear®?"

"It's Jim Thompson."

"What of him?"

"He's trying to escape. Don't you think you stould get him back
again, Ivan dear?"

15
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Billy,-hearing this conversation, hastily removed the spacesuit and
stowed the two of tlem back in the closet.

Ivan Dorkan went to a port hole and glanced out toward the rear. "He
just seems to be hanging out there. We'd better see what the matter is."
He turned to Billy. "Get into a spacesuit and go get him, Billy," he

+ ordered.

4 Billy dué out a spacesuit and with practicd facility got into it. 1In
- a few minutes he was *hrough the airlock and was making his way to the
- motionless spacesuited form of Jim Thompson. In a few more minutes they
* were back in the airlock.

Billy slipped back his faceplate. "What's wrong with Mr. Thompson?
He doesn't seem to be breathing."

Dorkan looked down at Jim's lifeless form. "Well,'éilIy, he won't be
needing that s aceship out there any more. How would you like to have it?"

b "Oh boy, would I!" exclaimed Billy, and this was answer enough. He

snapped his spacesuit shut and disapreared into the airlock once more. His
plutonium gun sizzled as he made his way with doubled speed toward his new
acquisition.

Dorkan removed Jim's dead body from the airless interior of the space-
suit.

"What a pity," said Dorkan. "He was a well-meaning hero type. But he
forgot to turn on his oxygen valve. It is always the first concern of
anyone behind the glass veil of a spacesuit to turn on the oxygzen supply
The third commandment of space!"

"But I thought he was All-Solar fullback of 2219," said Clara sadly.

Dorkan turned to Clara with a smile. "But what you don't know is that I
was a fixer in 2219 -—— I fixed every game he played in."

And Billy Dean, fledgling rirate, nosed his new ship toward the distant
stars to make a name for himself in the depths of space.
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"Whatchadoing, Gre'Grandad?" asked the little boy. His Grest-Grand-
father turned around in surprise.

"Now, how in the name of a thousand pink devils did you get here? I
thought you were ir school?" i

"I was, but the Hygiene Director said I've got the measles so I had to
come home."
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"Measles, hunht! 1 remember when I had the measles... they kept me in
a dark room for six weeks and waited on me hand and foot to keep me from
having 'weak cyes' afterwards --- but that was before they rediscovered all
these vaccines. How, I suprpose, tliey've already stuck you so full of nee-
dles you feel like a pincushion snd all they're waiting for is the rash to
go away! Newfeangled notions! Don't even let a kid enjoy his ailmeats!"

The boy rubbed his sore arm in uaconscicus acknowledgement of the old
man's correctness.,

"I have to go back to scicol tomorrow... whatcha doing?"

"Well, sonny, 1'm meking mysell a new kind of Time Machine. All those
machines they've been trying to make have been based on the idea of moving
somebody back and forth through time. I'm wvorkiag from the other angle --
I stay put in time, but use the existing revenants to recreate what was,
egnd therefore what still is.... Swinging time around this pointer, instead
of swinging the pointer through time, so to sveak, See this 0ld withered
rose?" The 0ld man picked up a dried and pressed flower from a dusty album
on the clutteredtable and placed it cn the little platform of his 'machine'.
4 few whirring buzzes, a flash of bluish light, and a fresh, dewy rose lay
there.

"Gee, Gran S, that's pretty slick. Can you do it with anythmg else
%
but roses?"

"Sure, sonny. How's this?" Iie picked up a battered headgear and
brushed off the cobwebs.

"I've beea meazning to get wme a new hat one of these days, just never
got around to it. Always liked this one, even if 1t is 'obsolete' --- con-
found those ‘'Obsolescence Regulstions'! Just when you get used to a new
style they nave to go and declare it ‘obsolete’ so they can junk the ma-
chinery and make something new. Progressive Sconomy -- ban!"

He put the shining new heimet raxisily on the back of his head and
grinned.

"7'd like to see the expression on our Coordinator's face when he
tries to figure how I got a new plastailic helmet six years after Obsoles-
cence! He'll bust a blood vessel sncopin' around all the Supply Terminals
«ee don't you tell, now!"

The small face broke into a pink-speckled parody of the wrinkled old
mask of devilish glee the old man wore.

20
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"Heck, no, I won't! Can you make me a helmét, too?"

YWell, now, lessee..." the two started rooting around in the dimness
of the barn loft, lifting aside the discarded debris of several generstions.
Although the Reconversion Collectors calied periodically at the NcArdle
dwellquarters, the McArdle gens had never been too cooperative, yielding up
just barely enough discard to fill their quota. It was well known that
they hoarded their discards, but the Bureau for Sentimental Preservation of
Ancient Cultures had made so0 much agitation regerding the compulsory turm-
in of non-valued artifacts, when the donors protested a sentimental regard,
that the Reconversion Collectors hesitated to press a gens so vociferous as
the ncArdles, and the licArdles took full advantage of their hesitation.

“"Gramps, what's this?" the older man lifted his head to see what the
youngster had found.

"well, as I live and breathe, if it isn't that old Matter-Transporter
I tried to build when I was a young sprout. I forgot all about that.....
goes to show how a man can forget the fires of his youth! I remember 1
spent a whole year working at that thing in my spare time. Got it going
pretty good, too, but then my mating period ceme up and your great-grandma
didn't think much of me spending my nights out in the barn..."

Together they removed the accumulated antiques and re-assembled the
machine.

"Aside from a few old tubes, I'd say this thing ought to work pretty
good and I can put them on this 'Time Machine' here and get them back, good
as they ever were." .

Suiting his actions to his words, the old man puttered around setting
the contraption in order.

"Now, let's see if it'll work. %hat'll I transport first?"

"What ‘do you mean, 'transport," Grzmpa? Do you mean send it off to
the Colonies at the Lsnding Flanet like Uncle Jake?"

"You hush your moutnh about Uncle Jake, boy! If word gets around out-
side our gens that we figured out a way to get him suuggled through the
Transportation Autnorities, somebody's gonna suffer for it, McArdles or no
. McArdless You just hold your tongue between your teeth and keep it there!"

"Yessir, But what do you mean about it?"
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"Well, lemme see now. As I recollect, I used to put something on this
platform -~ set this dial here -- and it would disappear from this platform
and show up somewhere else, wherever I had the dials set for. Here, gimme
that tool chest --- I always planned to take it to the sleeproom when I got
around to it and fix my pneumatic cabinet. Dang thing's got such a squeak
in it I'd almost rather do my own breathing nights than listen to it.
Plague take this climate, anyway... now, le:'s see if I can figure how far
to send it.... hmm... there.,.. well, therc she went. Beats carrying the
blasted thing, don't it?"

"Gee, Gramps, can you send me over, too?"

_ "No, sonny, I guess we better stick to sending tool chests. I never
could get it to transporting anything alive. That is, it would transport
it, all right, but it wouldn't be alive when it got there. I always fig-
ured your great-grandma got in the way of a valuable invention when she
took my mind off of finishing this."

He shook his head reminiscently.

"Yessir, she sure took my mind off of inventions for a vhile!"
"Gramps."

"Eeeyah..."

"Whatch going to do now that you've got your mind back on inventions?"
The innocent eyes looked candidly into the suddenly sharp scrutiny of their
older counterparts. ‘"What are we going to do with these machines now that
you've got them running?"

"Well, there ought to be something we can do with them, that's for
certain, Here, I remember this old dress. Your great-grandma always liked
this one, seems she never could get eny more of +that shade of blue, and
that was just about the last dress she got before they put silk on the Ob-
solescent list, I tell you what, let's put it on this Time lMachine, make
it all new and pretty, and then send it over to your great-grandma's sleep-
room closet! I'1l bet that'll put her to wondering!"

The two of them chuckled as they resurrected the delicate garment,
"Wish I had some way of seeing where this landed. Be a shame if I

made a mistake and it landed in your Aunt Sarash's room instead! She never
would stop clacking. Even if she is my granddaughter, I never saw such a
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woman for talk!"
"Do you want me to run in and see, Gramps?"

"That's a good idea, sonny. You tell me where they're lending. I'll
try for the middle of each room, and you can tell me how close I hit it.
Here, let's see if we can fix up tkis old relic left over from the Forgot-
ten Days =- I heard they used to call them 'walkie-talkie sets' -— daggone,
I never figured this museum piece could ever be useful again. This Time
Machine would be a woadertul invention anyplece else than under a Govern=-
ment where everybody's so dad-blamed anxious to throw everything out as
soon as it get to be useful! Flanaed Expansion! Bah!"

The short legs of the youngster took him the 500 feet to the house in
short order, Soon his panting breaths were audible in the antique they'd
resurrected.

"Gee, Gramps, you put it right in the middle of the roomlike you said.
It's all crumpled up on the floor.,"

"Well, sonny, pick it up and put it in her clothespress -- kind of to
the back. That way she'll find it next time she starts 'housecleaning' and
will get to wondering so hard how she overlooked it that maybe she'll for-
get about meking me suove the ifurniture around... now, how about going in
my rocm and looking for the toolchest."

"That's over by the window, Gramps. You had some bottles there. They
got busted.”

"Galloping Grasshoppers! I plumb forgot gbout that brew I was ripen-
ingt"

The old man's disgust crackled through tie air.

"Well, mop it up as best you can, then get on back here. 1 guess the
machine's accurate enough if it can spot the one place on the whole floor 1
already had something. Blasted luck!"

while waiting for little Hughie's return, Gramps busied himself sort-
ing through the dustcovered debris. 0ld clothes, baby shoes, bundles of
useless papers, letters, Uboxes of tri-dimensional snapcubes neatly stored
by years --- useless junk --— worthless except as catchpoints to hold memo-
ries, but dear to the past-loving licArdles for that very reason. 0f all
the dwellplaces in the Village District, the McArdles alone had anything
that might be called an attic. Even the memory of such was gone from the
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rest; even the oldsters made shift to change their memories with the chang-
ing fashions, letting bygcne loves and hates and frustrations become obso-
lete with the clothes they wore and the tools they used. Only the very old
sometimes forgot, and looked arouad in vain far the comfortable chair thay
remembered from earlier days, or the convenient tool their hands remembersd
with tenacious skill.

"Danged if this isn't an interesting thought, now," chuckled Gramps as
he unbound an 0ld Bill of Lading and Tpansportation Order saved from the
debris of fifty years, "I'll bet that young squir* at the Tpansportation
Office wouldn't know what to make of an order requesting that all Class 'D'
livestock be quarantined 20 days and inoculated ggainst Hoof and houth
Disease! There hasn't been any lLivestock on record for thirty years --—-
long before his time! —---- and the only 'Class D' the T.0. has anything to
do with now is special travelling accomodations for Central Couacil Repre-
sentatives....... They've got Huoof and louth Disease, all right! Always
‘hoofing' around the Villages and shooting their mouths off!" The 0ld man
cackled over the atrocious pun as he carefully smoothed the paper in ques-
tion and placed it on the machine. "It's got the same official seal on it,
and all signed by the C. T. 0. +oeveo. Think I'11 make it agll new and shiny
and send it oif to see what hapoens.... Too bad I can't be there when they
open the incoming dispatches!"

He was still chuckling over his joke vhen little Fughie dashed up the
ladder, clutching the old (now new) Walkie-Telkie. Together they turned to
examine an old coatsiner full of outgrown toys.

"Let's see what we've got here, sonny. Ah, pshaw, what do you want
with this junk. Guas that could never shoot, knives that never could cut,
imitation playboxes with no tubes in them. What kind of junk is this to
give kids to grow up on! Why, I mind vien I was your age I had my own gun
énd could fling a Xnife frow ten paces and hit the bull's eye every time.
Of course, we had to be able to fight in those days... That was before all
these blasted Village Districts and Ordinance Comptrollers were set up and
a man still could move around if Le wanted, Jjust so he showed up for his

lgbor and marriage duties., Oh, ws1', nobody can have everything," he
sighed heavily, "to be sure, this cefeiy snd security are fine things......
and it doesn't make any ditference to =1 cld man like me. I'm too old to

&Y ' toaming, even if the Authorities would let me.... Takes & young man for
that." ’

"What does it mean, 'roaming', Grampa? Like Uncle J...."

"Ah! ah! Uhat'd I tell you about keeping your tongue between your
teeth?" Gramps frowned ferociously. "Yes, like Uncle Jake! A man wants
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to move around and see the world, travel from planet to planet and star to
stay without being cooped up in one little valley by a bunch of nincompoops
that think the world is bounded by the edge of the Village District! In my
time I've seen the drylands of Mars, end the wetlands of Venus...... I've
smelled liercury and slougned szlong barely gble to 1lift my feet on Pluto. I
wouldn't want to go back there, even if I was young again, but I'd give a

plenty to be free to go! I reckon the only place in this whole galaxy
that's got eny Feedom in it is the Lending Flanet where your Uncle Jake
has gone, Thai's where the Space Liners base, all ships take off and

land there gcins to the other galaxies, and no solar system has the juris-
diction, so no Central Council has been set up. They still have the old,
old form of goveinment that tradition tells us was used when the space
ships first lifted from the third planet of Sol. There a wman is free to
come and go, choose his own mate fron. any that sre available. They do gay
that the available females have their own choice, too, and make a pretty

tough competition of it when the feiales are fewer than the males! Might
even be the other way sround, too, if the males are scarcer than the fe-
meles!" The o0ld men's chuckles were more for his mewories than for the

boy's edification, but Hughie dutifully chuckled =and helped his great-
grandfether sort papers.

“"Gremps, what's this school paper doing here? It looks like the ones
on our Literacy Instructor's desk." Granps gravely inspected a time=-yel=
lowed official nétice of reassignment of work-hours. His eyes twinkled as
he wondered what the ultra-efficient Instruction Corps would make of the
wildly out-of-dete orders.

"Sonny, this was a school paper that rested on a Literacy Instructor's
desk some 80 years ago. Wnat do you say we freshen it up a bit and see
what sense it makes now? It says here that the Literacy Instructors shall
spend two hours every day chovring wood and instructing the pupils in the
art of kindling fires. That was when tihe power plant went out, I remember.
Bvery one in Llhe valley had to learn to keep fires going during the cold
spell until the E&ngineers could fi.ure out how to get the plant started
again. That was oioneer days, son. 1 vwonder what these flabuy sissies at
Instructionquarters 'ould wmake of it."

Hughie's eyes gleamad with sudden glee at the thought of his Instruc-
tionmgster trying to chop wood, a pursuit he much aduired in the only person
still cepable of that forgotten art -- Sramps. ;

"Let's do it, Grawps, can you do it?"

"Why shore... nothing to it," said the 0ld man, laying the yellowed
paper on the Time lMachine for a wmoment, to pick it up agein, crisp and




gleaming with official seals and signatures still wet. He scrutinized it
carefully, chucikled again at its imposcible dewsnds, and placed it on the
hatter Transmitter.

The foul deed done, the to culprits sat and laughed until tears rol-
ded down their cheeks., Finally even the ultimate of juvenile jokes ex-
hausted its compulsion, and they wiped their eyes and looked around for
more mischief. The box of 0ld stereosnaps took Hughie's eye, and he became
engrossed in these fascinating glimpses of the past. Here was the old dwell
place when newly built, the barn with hay bulging from its loft and cattle
standing in the barnyard; portraits of hauntingly familiar places in unfam-
iliar dress; utter stransers csught forever in the clear plastic = smiling
still in vigorous life though their bones were dust these many yeers...

“"Look Gramps, a soldier...He's got a funny looking gun! Wwho is it,
Gramps, wha is it?"

"Why that's me sonny when I was a light-footed rover...That was when
they caught me and saddled me down with wy marriage duty...Yessirree.,.Them
was the davs.....And this is how females dressed in them dsys. I don't re=-
call this one," He l2id dowvn a cube and picked up another, "But here is
your great grandma vhen she was a lightsome femzle just ofi the mating
list! She was a right smart gal in those cdays, still is, for that matter,
but I recall how I dreaded the mating date. I fought like a wild steer a-
gainst my duty, but the minute I saw her I gentled like a pet lamb! Yes,
sir, like a pet lamb!"

"What's a pet lamb, Gramps?"

"That's right, sonny, you never saw one. It's hard for me to remember
that they've been gone these many years now --- ever since meat became 'ob-
solete' and they started handing out these blasted synthetics! Here," the
0old man shuffled amung the piles of frayed pepers and brought a farm cate-
logue issued more than a century before, while the countryside was still
agricultural and dependent on each uait for self-subsistence, "Here, 1
guess this is as close as you'll come to a lamb.,."

The child scrutinized the ancient photograpn of a prize Southdown
carefully, but it was too far from his experience to visualize. He contin-
ved to 1look at it, however, trying to recover from its t{wo=dimensional
tlatness some idea of tne strange beast depicted, Unobserved, as the old
man turned away and started examining another pile of o0ld papers and cata-
logs he pondered a while, then with a furtive glance at the old man's back,
carefully placed the picture on the platform of the time machine and pressed
the stud.
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"Baagh! Baaaash!"

Gramps whiried in astonishment as the long-vanished sounds filled the
dusty loft.

"Great Jehovah's Black Britches! ihere'd that critter come from?
Here, sheep! Here, sheep!" he coaxed tie ewe to a corner and tied her to a

post.
"Son, how'd you make that animal??"

Hyghie pulled himself out of the opposite corner vwhere he crouched
bug-eyed with terror. Jordlessly ne pointed to the time machine and the
torn cataleg. Ths old man's eyes nzrrowved. He tore out a picture of a
plow and placed it on the machine. With a thud the heavy plow fell off the
insecure little platform. This time he trisd a pictured shovel. Seme re-
sult. With trembling hznd he piciced at randomn a sterocube from the box af
his side and placed it on the rack.,

"Eeeeeek!" the young lady's frightened screech shook tke cobwebs on
the rafters as she tumbled ungrscefully to the floor.

"It's Great-Crandme!" shouted Hughie, "she's all young again!"

"Nope, it's gnother one, Hughie," the old man whispered and added
under his breath... "but it would'a been OK with me if she was..."

They stared at the red-headed stranger, and in spite of her terrors
filled eyes the girl picked up spirit. "You bet I'm not your Great-Grandma
— I'm not enybody's sreat-grandma! How did you bring me here? What's the
big idea, anyway. Who are you and what do you think you're doing?"

"Beg your pardon, Miss, but I reckon it's my fault. I made a mistake
on my calculations.... thet is, I didn't caiculete what I was doing, which
was my mistake! ‘hat would you sazy your name is?"

"I'm Samantha Bairnes, if it's any of your business, and I'1ll thank
you to turn your old mschine back on sZain and send me back home! The idea,
snatching people out of their gerden like that! You ought to be ashamed of
yourselft You send me right back home, do you hear?"

"Samanthy Bairmes..." he paused and looked back into his youth, "would

you be any kin to old Proctor Bairnes that was head of the Bairnes gens be-
fore it was broken up for insucordination vhen the Council took over?"
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"Proctor Baimes is my father but I don't know what you're talking
about with your 'gens' and 'Council'...... Just wait uwntil I tell him what
you're doing here with your nasty old macnine that cnatcaes a respectable
girl right out of her own back yard and drops her down 'Pluank' in a dirty
barn loft! He'll have something to say about that, or I don't know wy
father!"

“"I'm sorry, Miss Samanthy, I ap indeed. I didn't realize vhen I start-
ed fooling around... I mean, well..."

"I don't care what you mean! I'm going right home znd tell my father
on you. This newfangled mechinery has gone just too far when it interferes
with private citizens. I'u going to ask my father to call a meeting of the
village elders to have it outlawed!"  She flounced around and looked for
the exit. ;

"No, wait... don't go yet!" the old uan held up an iamploring hand, "I
Just want a chance tc explain,.. there's no piace to go, for ycu, I mean."

Lo? EWS O

smiii She turned and flashed a fiery blue eye at him. "Are you crazy as
welligs impertinent, old man? I don't know who you are, but I can see the
McArdle Farmhouse through the window and if that isn't little Hughie MArdle
I don't know who it is! I'm not staying around Lere, not wherm there's a
feud:won Dbetween the Beirnses and licArdles! I don't know wnat you are up
to,.obut I suspect it's for no good! 1'm going rignt home and tell my fa-
ther about these goings on, and the Mcardles better have a good explana-
tion. ‘e Bairnses aren't taking any impertiuneince from any Mcardles!"

P She located the loft entrance and started down the ladder, noticing
the .ewe &s she went... .

"Nobody in the Valley has Southdowns but us Bairmmses... what's this
ewe doing in your loft? So that's what you're up to, cattle stealing......

and got me by accident. Oh, ho! o ronder you are so anxicus to keep me
here... so the lcArdles hired somsboly to come i and steal sheep for them
Just becouse they couldn't get them from us any osher way! Just you wait

'till my father hears that!"

"No, wait, Miss Samanthy, let me explein..." the 0ld man hobbled in
agitation toward her and lifted a rastrsining hand. The girl glared back
defiantly and dashed down the ladder before he could think of words to make
her understand what had happened.

"Catch her, Hughie, don't let her get awsy. Keep Ler awey from people
'$ill I can figure out what to do!" Treat-Grandfather gasped, and Hughie



darted obediently after her.

"Wait, Miss Samantha, wait.. don't go.." but she merely hurried the
faster down the 1little used side lane, skirting the edge of the woodland
plot that had once been grazing pasture, taking her bearings by the famil-
iar outline of the hills and heading for home.,

Back in the barn loft, the old man wiped his forehead with an old-
fashioned handkerchief as he tried to figure out some way. out of. this mess.
Stiffle he lowered himself dowvm the ladder, all the gleeful mischief leak-
ing away in the realization of the danger he had brought upon the gens.

"I guess I'd better call Hugh III," ke thought as he crossed the barn-
yard. "He can take her into custody =nd nobody ill question it, him being
head of the Patrol.... and my bvoy Johnny, being head of the Population De-
partment can probably make up some pepers on her....." He brightened and
quickened his pace toward the house. "Yep, that'll do it. Hugh can take
her into 'protective custody' and his uncle can make some papers for her,
and by that time we'll have had a chaice to explain what hanpened. Them
Bairnses always was mighty smart people, so she'll probably quiet down and
cause no trouble once she understands..." He hurried to the telescreen and
called his grandson on the private frequency.

Hugh Beltin, Patrol Chief, znd Head of the Village District Patrol,
was a deteruined looking man in his early thirties. He snapped to an in-
stant alert as his Gpandfather stumbled out the predicament his childish
mischief had brought upon ther. He wasted no time in scolding, though his
firm lips tighitened in impatience as he realized vhat the cld man had done.

"Wnich way was she headed?" he asked.

“"She was crossing the creek last I saw her, headed toward the north
end of the valley. I sent little Hugnie after her to keep her out of sight
if he could, so maybe if you hurry......" the old man stopped as the screen
emptied. Hugh Three could take cere of it. She wouldn't argue with him,
once he squared his epauletted shoulders at her and bore down on her with
those steely urey eyes, and she'd wilt in the backbone lixe everybody else,
red hair or no red hair! A sly twinkle shone under the busily eyebrows.
It'd be a gcod thing if Hugh Tnree met a woman with some spunk to her,
Zver since his young bride died with their first young-un, Hugh'd never
even looked at a woman, and his uncle had pitied the boy and kept his name
off the mating list instead of following regulations to the letter., That
Beirnes female was a likely looking gsl, and it wouldn't do the gens any
harm to get some new blood with a little life to it. Yes, sir, it'd be
downright funny if,...




"Hugh lMcArdle! Uhat are you up to now! I see that smirk, you've been
getting into mischief again., I hope it isn't another of those pranks that
will take the whole gens to cover up. They'rz still shaking in their boots
over the way you smuggled Jake out." Great Grandma McArdle bustled into
the room, duster in hand, her spare figure almost drenched in the shapeless
'housecleaning' apron she wore. She looked at him keenly as he answered.

"Oh, it's nothing... DMother, how'd you like to see Hugh III take a
mate?"

"Don't tell me you've started match-meking now! You leave Hugh III
alone, When he's ready he'll let his nans be put on the mating list, and
there's no sense stirring up trouble for him, You just mind your own busi-
ness, and that'll be the best for all of us."

"Now, kother, don't start snapping my head off! After all, we've been
mighty happy together all these years and I'd kind of like to see my Grand-
son get a pretty gal with some spunk to her, too!"

"Hunh!" she snorted, but a slight smile twitched the corners of her
mouth, "Hugh III can find his own girls without any help from you, Who
was it you had in mind?"

"Lucy, do you remember that story they used to tell us when we vere
kids about that Baimes female that disap»eared into thin air one day?"

"You mean that old story they made up about that girl that eloped?
Yhat's that got to do with Hugh?"

"She didn't elope, Lucy, that was the real goods, she really did dis-
appear. 1 just found her... out in the barn."

Great Grandmother icArdle looked up in quick zlarm and placed her soft
old hand gently on his forehead.

"ire you feeling 211 right, Hugh? You sound excited. Maybe you'd
better lie down and let me get you a glass of buttermilk. You're too ace
‘tive for your years, Hugh. You must remember you can't go climbing around
like little Hughie, here."

As she spoke, little Hughie burst into the rovom, breathless. He
glanced uneasily at his Great-Grandwother, whose sharp eyes speared his
agitation in a single glance.

"Land's sakes, child! What's got into you? You two are up to some-
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thing again, and it's backfired! Now, what is it?" she swung accusingly
toward her husband. "Hugh llcArdle, what have you done this time?"

014 Hugh, slarm in his face, ignored his wife and tﬁrned to the boy.
"hat happened, Sonny; did she get zway?"

"Did who get away, answer me, Hugh licardle!"

"Be quiet, woman! Hughie, tell me what hapgened."

The youngster burst into tears. "I couldn't help it, Gre'Grandad.
She wouldn't listen snd walked right into a Troop of Patrollers!  She went
up to them and started complaining about your Time Machine only she didn't
call it thet, and they took her away to Headquarters."

The old man let out his breath in a sigh of relief,

"That's all right, then, Hugh III will take care of her. Don't fret
yourself, Sonny, it'll be all right."

"No it won't, Gre'Grampa, it wasn't Cousin Hugh's men... it was an
Inspection Patrol from the Central Council!"

"Great Balls of Fire! Central Council! what're they doing here?
Lemme get to that *screen." Hastily he re-activated the receiver, and they
watched, unobserved, as it picked up the sights and sounds in Patrol Head-
quarters. Without & word, Great-Grandma NecArdle quietly pressed the secret
button that sounded a private slarm throughout the gens, calling all mem-
bers of the clan to the old home.lace. It was seldom needed, nowadays, but
kert in good repair always for just such an occasion as tnis. With horri-
fied fascinetion tliey watched the screen.

Hugh Beltin's chair was occupied by a skort, dumpy, bald-headed man in
the Insignia of the Central Iaspection Patrol. The good-natured lines of
his chubby face were set 1in an unaccustomed grimness as he scanned the re-
cords on Hugh's desk. They could see Hugh standing stiffly as attention to
one side, eand 3reat-Grandms gasped slightly at the old-fashioned dress of
the red-headed woman in front of tne desk, Tuey could see Hugh glance to-
ward the screen, and realized that he heard her behind its unlit surface.
Obviously, however, the Ceatral Inspector was unaware of the private 'cast-
er, because he continued his scrutiny of the papers, then adidressed the wo-
man.

"You say, your father's neme is Proctor Bairnes, you live on a !Farm'
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in a valley similar to this, where your livelihood comes from animals and
plants which your family husbands; and that you were gethering some of
these plants for a widday meal when ycu found yourself trasporvaed to a
barn loft not far from the piace where ycu were found; and that the persons
apparently responsible for this were an old men aad a young voy?"

"Yes, that's right!" Samentha's voice was considerably subdued, but
had not yet lost all of its defiance, "and what's mere, I don't see what
right you've 0t to detain me in this way. I demand 1o see my father!"

"I'm sorry, Hiss Bzirnes, but this office has no present record of any
Proctor Bairn=s, nor of eny Rairnes at all in this Village District for the
last fifty yearscecaew (ould you give me an avproximate ipcation of this
valley you sav7 you come frow? i'd be zlad t¢ try ard locate your fataer
for you. In fazt, there are several guestions ['d lilie to ask him, myself.,
As to this 0ld mga and Loy, had you ever seen either of them before?"

"No, not the old man... The boy looked like one of the hcArdlés kids,
but they live dowa the velley frou us a piece, and I can't say for certain
that I've ever seen thev one before, I can't give you any 'approximate
location'., I tell you it is this valley! I guess I've seen these hills
every day of rny life aaxd you can't focl me oa them! I want to go home!
The Bairnses Farm is just two miles souul of the new reservoir, there's no
mystery about that. You are just trying to keep me here."

The Centrsl Inspector turned to Hugh IIl.

"Inspector Beltin, can you identify the dwellplace the Iaterrogante
has specified? Is thierc such a place?"

"Sir, there once wes a reservoir in this vslley, but it was torn down
about twenty years azo as obsolsete. The territory just south of the place
it stood is now occupied by the Spaceport lzndings and offices. 4ll dwell-
quarters are nov in the soutiaera ead of the vailey."

The Central Inspector noddec, <nd lovked speculatively at Samentha.
Then he beckoned an attendgnt.

"Take the Interrogante outside and hold her for further guestioning."
He watched the defiant toss of Samantha's chin as sihe was noine 0o gently
shoved through the door, sad remarxed,

"She's obviously covering up, but her wvhole attitude is different from

any that I've even seen., Completsaly anti-sociel. No record of her on any
mating index, she's wearing coairaband cobsclente, and her psyclio-somatic
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reactions indicate faulty conditioning. Undoubtedly it was a genwine acci-
dent that her presence was discovered, but where could she have come from?
It is a serious matter," he looked at Hugh III gravely, 'that there could
exist an unautiorized colony without being detected sovoner. It means that
we have not succeeded in ersdicating pocikets of discontent, and until we
have, the Central Council is always in danger. The devastating slaughters
that preceded our present control system had their origins in just such
pockets as these —- malconteats that loosed their ideas and stirred up dis-
satisfaction. We don't waste time on them any more. Anyone that won't
conform --- - dies." He picked at the papers on the desk. "uell, let's see
what we can find on that name she mentioned... lic... lRclordle?"

"cardle, Sir." They could see Hugh's reluctance as he took the dos-
sier from the cabinet and handed it to his superior. "Poor Kid," his
Great-srandfather thought as they crouched in silence. 'I wonder how he's
going to cover up this time., Dad rat it, why didn't I listen when the kids
tvld me 1o throw out all that juak before I got somebody into trouble with
ig"

They watched breathlessly as the Central Inspector leafed through the
thick pages, then turned 2 cold face toward Hugh.

"How long has it been since l.cirdle Chief Progenitor has contributed
his civic duty to the Village?"

"He was relieved of civic responsibility atout 20 years ago, sir.
Prior to that he took the evening watch at the Power Station Gate, to re-
cord any entrances or exits. However, when the Ilectronic Observer was in-
stalled, there was no further need for his services, and there was nothing
else he could do. He was quite aged at that time, already."

"In other iords, an obsolete citizen has beeun permitted to exist on
the Village Rolls without ©being repcrted to the Obsolescent Citizens
Buregu?"

"Yes, Sir."
"yhy didn't the Chief of the Population Department report him?"

"Probably because he is the oldest son in the fauily, Sir. lcArdle
Firstline liale 3ib 1."

"Chief of the Teruwinel Stores?"

"A son-in-law, Sir. Lated to icArdle Firstline Female Sib 2."
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"Hygienics Department Head?"

"Grandson, Sir. That officer happens to be NMcardle Secondline Male
5ib 5."

"ind why didn't you report him, then?"

"I'm his grandson, too, Sir. My mother is kcardle Secondline Female
Sib 5,."

The Chief glanced quickly at the younger man, and read in the set face
all too clearly the knowledge of what the revelation meant. The existence
of the network of Mcardle conaections was known, of course, in the village,
and not without good-natured grumblings, but the seriousness of such a
closeknit group in defiance of all that the Central Council stood for, was
known only to a few.

"This cannot go on, you know."
Yes, Sir. I know, Sir."

"This deliberate defiance of the Central Council can result only in ex-
teruination of your entire gens. I'w afraid I'1ll have to report this by
special channel at once, and I have little doubt what the Committee's re-
action will be. They act swiftly. I'm sorry, my boy. I've liked working
with you. I do not doubt that all your gens have been conscientious, worth-
while citizens ---- aside from this." His manner became distant. '"You are
dismissed from duty."

"Yes, Sir." They watched as licArdle's grandson steadily removed the
brassard and badges of authorit from his uniform and laid them on the desk,
saluted, avout-faced, and marched out of the room. As the door opened be-—
fore him, they could see him glance at Samantha still waiting in the ante-
chamber outside the door, and before it closed behind him they saw him walk
over and address the female gttendant, They watched and listened as the
Central Inspector set up his special communication with Central Headquar-
ters, and heard with horror,

"CIP Dawson, reporting from Village District #4, Gesnymede. Joe, I'm
atraid I'1ll have to stay here longer than anticipated. Looks as though
I've stumbled on a serious conspiracy. I'm afraid you'd better start ex-
teruination papers on a gens called.... let's see..." he consulted the pa-
pers, "licArdles...... Better make it out for the entire gens, four genera-
tiong. It seems they're all in it, and it looks like a well laid, deeply
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rooted conspiracy. There is evidence of an unregistered fertile area that
has been used as an independent agricultural community, intensely individu-

alistic, and antagonistic tc Central Council ideas. You'd better issue
orders to comb th~ surface of Ganymede for any newly habitsble spots, like=-
wise the nearby pianets. Th's may be a tigger thing than we think. Thare
was an effort mude to prevent our patrcl from landirg, and an attempt to
incapacitate us from duty.... Yeah... 7orged orders. Clever, too, looked
like the real thing. Hed a tough time tziking my way out of it, Since we

arrived there's al30 been an epidemic of fires bresking out. First time
for nearly twventiy years, aliicst completely disorganizel the local security
groups. Looks as though somebody's trying to keep us tco busy tracing

sabotage to trace vhere that girl came from... Yeh...Unm hmaom,.. All right.
Oh, they can't go anywhere. I've alerted gll Spaceports, and all known
fertile areas. The only vessel leaving the planet is the Colonies IV which
leaves at sundown. I know it's half eupty and out of our jurisdiction, but
it's on the other side of the planet and they couldn't get there without
being intercepted... Yeah, I know... but if they do we'll follow and find
it that much sooner. Even if they were warned in advance they couldn't
make the ship... Those Luuigsration Ships are useless, anyway. The Central
Council can nmove the citizens around more efficieatly a few at a time than
by permitting them to volunteer..... but that's aside from the point. How
soon can I have the Extermination Orders... Tonight? All right. I'll or-
der the Cheabers readied, they may have to send for gas.... OK Joe. Yeah,
Good by."

Great-Grandmother's usually pink face was waxen-white as she reached
up and shut off the telescreen., Little Hughie looked from one to the other
in uncomprehending perplexity. 01d Hugh ilcArdle sat motionless. A flurry
of motors overhead announced the gathering of the gens, and Great-Grand-
mother stiffened her back and 1lifted her head as she went to greet her
children.

"4hatcha gonna do now, Gre'Cramps? Are you going to pick us up and
move us around like you did Seamantha?"

Hugh LicArdle lifted his head and looked piercingly at Hughie.

"Maybe you've got something there, son. It's worth trying. Aanything's
better then sitting here waiting for the Patrol to herd us to the Txtermi-
nation Chambers. Let's see..... what'll I need....." He straightened his
shoulders snd forced his mind into a fierce concentration. "Hughie, you
figure out some excuse to take stereocunss of everyvody., Make sure you get
everyone., They won't pay any attention t. what you're doing. £s soon as
you get everybody, bring 'em to me out in the barm. OK, get going." He
gave the boy a gentle slap on the shoulder as they both hurried ocut of the
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room, Eughie dived for the snapcube outfit in the closet and his Great
Grandfather hurried to the loft.

He could hear the agitation and bustle as the arrivals inquired the
meaning of the general alarm, 'Lucy cen handle it," he thought, 'she'll
tell 'em and calm them dowm at the same time. Besiaes, I couldn't face the
children no-7, not after what I've done to them. Death to the whole family
«so compiete exteruingtion!’

Shaking off the numbness of shock, Greet-Grandfatker licArdle looked at
his rickety machines. '....'taint much to trust so many lives to," he told
himself, 'but it's the only Lope now. Let's see..... might be I could rig
up this trensporter to seind everything we'd need, but vhere'll I send it?
There ain't a sinzle arable srot those Fatrollers won't find once they
start looking, so just picking us up aad moving us around won't solve any-
thing unless we can zet out of the system altogether...... and this little
rig isn't poerful enough to talze us off the planet,’ The 0ld man fussed
with the transporter, adjusting it for maximum capacity, 'about halfway
round the globe is as far as it'll go...' ouddenly he spoke aloud.

"That Imzizration ship! The Colonies IV -- it's still on Ganymede and
the CIP said it was half eupty. I don't know where they are colonizing for,
but anyplace is better than the Zxterminstion Cha:bers. Let's see now ———
I'd better send all the Lousehold gear I cai lay Lands on." Quickly he set
the direction beam for the Speceport airdock vhere he knew the ship must
lie. He muttered a brief prayer to a God long considered 'obsolete' by the
rest of the world, then started pilins on gear. 'well, here she goes. It
ought to lend somevheres inside the ship -~-- gll I can do is hope it's one
of the empty holds instead of tue jets!' 0ld farm catalogs, stereocubes of
the house snd barms and cattle, every piece of juak that ever had aiy use-
ful purrose he placed on the platform of the traascorter and watched vanish..

he shadows started to gather in the corers ci the loft before he wes fin-.
ished, and he looked out to see that tiie day was ending.

"Ain't much time left... Skip's dus tc leave in about a half hour,
end them blasted Fatrollers will proushbly get here before that! VWhere's
Hughie with thewm cubes, 1 wonder? Detier go in and see....." 3Stiffly he
creaked do'm the ladder, iis joints trotesting tiae undue activity of the
day. In spite of cdeterninstion, his foolsteps stagzered as he crossed the
yard to the house. He let iiimeelf in uietly.

", ..there's no use vesting good food," he heard Lucy say. "Go ahead

and eat it up. I've been sazving this wild Hartianberry jam for a special
occasion, and I can't think of any occasion more special then this!" Her

dry voice held huoor and irony as well as courege.
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" ....But I still don't see why we cen't do something!" he heard his
oldest granddaughter nzgging an out-talked subject. "je can't just sit
here like duciks waiting for lunting season to open! Can't we go somevhere?"

"Edith, where would we go? You know as well as any of us that there's

nothing on the other side of those hills but radiation burnt desert. You
couldn't live a ¢ay thcre, to say nothing of the children. and every hab=-
itable spot is covered by the Council.” Her husbands voice was mild but

firm. ‘"ikaybe I could smugsle one or two of us out on my Recreation Permit,
but even so there's nc place to go. Anytkdy thet tried to give us shelter
would just go to the Chambers with us once they find us, and we can't do
that to our frienas. DMight as well face it, Edith, and let's forget about
it for as long as we can. Let's be brave and try to make the most of these
last few hours until the patrol comes for us." The rest of the family pre-
tended not to hear.

01d Hugh peeped in and tried to catch little Hughie's eye, but the boy

was staring at Sacantha who sat beside Hugh III. 'Now, how'd she get
here?' wondered 0ld Hugh, 'He must've sneaked her away when he left Patrol-
quarters, before anybody noticed he'd been relieved of duty. Good toy!

Not that she could've done us eny wore harm than she already did!' He con-
tinued his efforts to attract Hughie's attention without being seen by the
others.

Finally he noticed the stereosnapper lying beside the door and picked
it up, took a quick aim at the family group around the table and pressed
the button. They all jumped with startled cries at the shap of the steamer,
and he backed hastily avay.

"Hugh McArdle, what in time esre you doing now? Haven't you done enough
damage without sneasking around scaring the wits out of us?" Lucy's irate
voice caught hiz from behind as he backed into her.

"Lucy," he gasped, "I thought you were at the table with the others.."
he brightened, "but that's all right. In fact, it's all the better." He
chuckled and snatched a brief kiss as he hurried toward the door. "Not
that I don't like you the way you are, but I've liked watching you get
prettier and prettier every day and wouldn't mind doing it all over egaint"
He ducked out the door, lezving Lucy open-mouthed and shaking her head.

Back in the barm he exzmined the steriosnaps in the 'snapper' to see
if all the gens were there., Hughie hsd evidently tried, Lut beea unable to
get them all. ‘'That's why he didn't ccme,' Hugh decided. Those he did get
showed all too clearly the fierce arguuents that :wust have preceded their
calm acceptance of the iuevitable. The one just taken was the wost suitable
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of all, containing, as it did, all of the gens but himself and Lucy. He
laid that one aside, and rooted among the portraits scattered on the loft
floor where he had dropned them in his search for 'cubes of property and
chattels to be transported and later renewed on the Time lachine... Final-
ly he found the one he was looking for, the portrait of himself and Lucy.
He looked at them doubtfully.

"Jell, I don't rightly know that I want to be that young again... =0
dad blamed much to learn... but," his face lighted, "it would be fun to be
young and strong and colonizing a new land! Think I'1l try it!" His face
fell. "..but I wonder if I'll know what to do with this junk, how to renew
it. shucks, tho, Hughie'll rewember even if I don't." He was about to
place the cube on the transrorter when a sudden realization struck him.

"Good God! I plumb forgot! If I send these stereocubes over first
they'll just be cubes znd nobody to put them on the Time lachine, and if I
put them on tie Time ilachine first, there'll ve ac way to send them!" A
sudden sound distracted his attention. The darkening sky was darkened fur-
thar with Patrol Gyros descending in the yard between the barn and house.

The 0ld man turned toward his problem with a sense of frustration.
His mind seemed empty. So close to escape, and now this. He was too old
to figure this out. He xicked the discarded 'cubes on the floor until they
bounced off the walls. Well, that's not helping =ny... gotta figure some
way to move the Time Machine and revivify a 'cube at the same time, it's
the only way out!

He took a deep breath and looked at the machines, forcing his weary
old braian into one last spurt of sctivity. He copied the setting of the
Transporter onto a piece of paper, thea swung it to the oprosite extreme as
he prepared to test his idea for the final phase. Too risky without test-
ing. Carefully he cut the pover and placed the Time Mschine on the plat-
form of the Transrvorter. He looked zround for a 'cube to use as a test.
He impatiently scattered the portreits --- one Szmontha was trouble enough.
The poor ewe still bleated in its cormer, unapreased by the bucket of water
and small pile of hastily gathered gress. No rore animals until he had a
place for them. Finally he located a 'cube snowing g vase of flowers and
placed that on the platforz. Through the window he could see the family
coming out =nd walking toward the Patrolcars, herded by the Officers. Not
much time, With trembling nand he checked the connections to the power
line, shoved the switch home. The familiar buzz, and the Time Machine stood
alone in the middle of the lof:i, the 'cube still resting on the platiorm,
unchanged.

Shock jarred him. Somehow, he hadn't expected to fail. Outside in
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the yard the Uniformed Patrols were lining the family up and checking them
off a list. They'd soon notice his absence.

Stubbornly he picked up the Time liachine and placed it back on the
Transporter, 'cube still in place. This time, he Tigured, I'll make a stag=-
gered relay on the juice so the Time liachine cuts in tirst. He hurried
through the femiliar motions. One final check, then he shoved the switch
home again. With a splash the vase shattered water and roses all over the
transporter, but the Time liachine stood dry in the middle of the floor.
'Too big a lsg. Gotta be simultaneous..... Say —— I get it! The juice to
the Time Machine gets cut off wvhen the Transporter moves it..."

He glanced out tne window. The Fatrollers were consulting among them-
selves, and the Sergeant was waving his arm toward the barn, The slanting
rays of evening sunlight picked out the timepriece on the Patrolcar, and
even from this distance he could read it... In six minutes the Colonies IV
would 1ift {rom the Central Teiminal.

Gricting his teeth, he placed the Time Machine on the Transporter
again and looked around. The 0ld Walkie-Talkie set lying in the box of
junk caught his eye. He tore it apart and took out the little batteries,
hooking thew to the Time lachine,  Downstairs, he could hear the Patroller
as he flashed his beam into each empty stall, 1louvking for him. He heard
him find the stairs, start up. No time for further experimenting. It had
to work this tinme, Hugh set the dial of the transporter for its utmost
limit, directioned again to the Colonies IV. Stagrering with fatisue, he
placed on the jury-rigged, battery-rowered Time Machine platform those two
precious stereccubes. He ignored the advancing Patrol Officer as he double-
checked the hookup.

"Come elong, B3ir, thiere's no use playing around any longer,'" the Pat-

roller was firmly polite, "Tou've been uiding out long enough." He grab-
bed Hugh's arm. with a convulsive jerk, 014 Hugh tore loose and slemmed
the switch shut. The machine humzed. The startled Patroller grabbed at

the bluish flash vhere the old man lLiad stood, aad from the outside came a
sound of confused shouting as the lined-up prisoners vanished.

On the other side of Ganymede, the Colonies IV lifted grecefully on
its scheduled Imnigration flight, and Young Hugh licArdle held his bride
Lucy close as they turned in astonishment to greet an equally astonished
family of iciardles. Only little Hughie Mmew what had happened, but he was
still too shy of this suddenly young Gre'Grampa to tell, yet. But the lc-
Ardles had found freedom, =1 last.

THE ZND
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An era has ended. For thirteen years "The Sherriff of Thorium Gulch"
by Miles J. Breuer, Amezing Stories, AU'ust 1942, stood alone and unchal-
lenged 2zs the Worst Science-Fiction Story I Have Gver Read. It is true
that Spaceways and Vortex gave "Sherriff" some bad moments before decently
expiring, but not until November 1955 4mazing Stories was "Sherriff" de-
throned. Farewell, "Sherriff", you held out for thirteen years and it took
real effort to beat you out for the title. ¥ vote to typis’ tha's éﬁyiirrf

EXR, B

"Beyond the Steel Wall", by James Ira Iendahl, needs reviewing in some
detail to make clear to the reader just how bad a story can get. To begin,
the hero, Jason Welch, enters a low Martian dive and: "“The girl sat at a
rear table and he ssw her instantly. Any man would have seen her, because
a sirl of ner caliber in a place like this was veyoad belief." The logic
of tnis eludes me, but to continue: "Even though she was flanked by two
evil=faced lercurian swamp men it was still inconceivable. The things that
could happen to a girl of her type in a aeighborhood like this were better
not considered." Fine; I won't consider it if you won't.  Apparently the
hero feels similsarly, and here is where I begin to wonder about our boy:
"But it was 1o business of his gnd ie walxed over and leaned against the
bar and began looking for what he had come here to find. Ilen."

As it turns out, this isn't reelly e tsboo-bresking story at all; Jason
is merely looking for a crew for his spaceship. Amid the constant threat
of blood and slaughter in this foul hellhole, infested with planetary riff-
raff from all over and largely poison-fanged at that, Jason finally gets
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with the bgbe: "She was from Terra — one of his own race -— and her beauty
was that of an aristocrat, the patrician, the habitue of the smart Minnea-
polis cafes and the Arizona resort spots." I[ilnneapolis yet.

Jason and Taaya creak through several pages of clumsily cryptive di-
alogue which is probably supnosed to hint at major points of the plot which
may have been edited out of this thing before publication. Reading this
story is a bit like an archeological dig; a few crumbled stones or a pot-
tery shard can indicate where a city once stood. Just so, a few references
to a background which is never filled in enough to become even faintly co-
herent indicates a plot ravaged either by the bluepencil or by the author's
realization that it wesn't worth finishing., This conversation, unimagina-
tively cribbed from the duller side of the hardboiled school of mystery
writing, eventuslly reaches a crisis; the author has to stop it or divulge
what it's all about. So he saves himself by having the Mercurians kill a
Plutonian, with their lethal poisoned tails. I'm not kidding; it's really
in the story. Poisoned tails.

Jason then takes Tanya home. With him, that is. She wants to go to
Planet Zero with him, Somebody built a steel box there and locked himself

in it with "treasures". Jason has made six tries at bresking it open but
for no particular reason that I could see, he and Tanya figure that his
seventh try will be successful, The villain thinks so too, but before we

get to him, here is a love scene that any Hollywood producer would envy,
Quoting diglogue only:

Tanya: "Jason Welch, you are a strange man. A strange mad genius. You
have overcome many obstacles. The power of your obsession has carried you
far. But even iron-willed geniuses can finally go no further against im-
possible odds.

Jason: What are you getting at?

Tanya: Accept my offer. For once do it the easy way. liy terms are not
harsh. I only wish to accompany you. accept my offer. Accept me also, if
it will help to sway your decision." .

There is a little by-play in with the dialogue but I don't want to
shake you all up, or get into double quotes if I can help it. But I wonder:
so far there hasn't been any hint that Tanya has enything to offer, SXCEPT
her fair white body. Unles: she fioures to crack the big safe with a hair-
pin. But Jason gets my doubts up again, about here:

"He fought to keep her from knowing how much he suddenly wanted to
reach for her =--- to take her in his arms. In order to keep from doing so,
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he pushed her roughly away." Go on, Jase ——- do a good job. Break her arm
or something, why don't you? That'll fool her. But he merely says '"You
called me a strange man. I say you are an even stranger woman." This keys
off another page of verbal udcray, wherefrom the author extricates himself
by introducing the Venusian villain, Karkis, no less, Karkis, described
thus:

"His physical structure was little different from that of Jason, except
that his mouth was a slash d pure cruelty and his eyes deep pools of venom.
This was quite natural, because Venusians and Terrans were much alike."
Well, now, I don't know ——-., Kendahl certainly couldn't have been watching
what he wrote. Maybe he was reading something else as he typed. "The Sher-
riff of Thorium Gulch", maybe.

Karkis has his own bullyboys along to tangle with Tenya's lercurians,
His are "astrodites" from the asteroids, "the strongest creatures in exist-
ence", with fangs '"that spewed forth a poison even deadlier than that of
the Mercurians." The aut.uor can't let these deadly creatures fight in a
small hotel room without killing off the whole cast, so after three pages
of sneers, Karkis & Co. retire leaving Jason and Tanya to another moronic
exchange of cliches, running well into page 22. Jason then hires ths usual
cutthroat crew for his spaceship although you can't hardly get that kind no
more. He and Tanya yak monotonously at each other again ——- it's beyond me
how a men with a reasonable vocsbulary and ability to construct complete
sentences can produce such meaningless, disconnected, and absurd conversa-
tion,

Jason takes Tanya to his laboratory. Entering suitably enough through
a sewer grate, they meet ambush, a subhuman creature with both hair and
scales tusks, claws, four arms, end a distinet lack of personal daintiness.
Turns out to be another astrodite, but Jason aips its jugular in the dark
with his fingernails and doesn't get chewed, c¢lawed, crushed, or anything
much. Karkis, hovever, hes made off with Jason's nice gadget, so off go
Jason, Tanya, and the scummy crummy crew (iscluding the future traitor who
is thoroughly fingered to Jason sand the reauer, but to no avail), into
space on the trail of Karkis the Venusian, Boarting by means of some hanky-
panky with a Time Warp (which, if applied elsewhere in the story could by-
pass most of it to good effect), Jeson tekes Karkis' ship, However, Karkis
rather sneakily takes Jason's ship at the same time, grabbing Tanya in the
process gnd escaping in a scout ship sealed to one of Jason's escape hat-
ches, Jason is stending at the time in the chiamber which is opened to space
by Karkis' departure. The next para:rarh is za all-time classic:

"Jason's next act was also instinctive, He slamied shut the port of
the Star Rover to hold back the vacuum of open space because protection of
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a ship was always thefirst concern of the men who followed the star routes.,
The first commandment of space."

Hoo boy! The First Commandment of Space*---Hold back that ol' vacuunm,
boy! The more I read that paragraph, the funnier it gets.

Jason has inadvertantly recovered his gsdget in the squabble and the
autnor has also inadvertantly chaaged a lartian character to a Venusian for
the last few pages. The guy can't do much gbout it, though; he's dead. He
was the first mate, s0: "Jason assigned a new mate, a Terran with a face
slightly less evil-looking then the rest." About this time he gets a real
brainstorm, calling all +the crew into action with these words, "No one
sleeps and no one eats until we've overtaken that scout." Does the crew
row this ship between planets, or what? There are some rare new aspects to
space flight in here, for sure. Jason was heading for Planet Zero, but he
has the course c¢hanged, to head off Karkis before he reaches - Planet Zero!
It's a tough assignment, because:

"The area surrounding Planet Zero was as vast as that around any plan-
et and the Star Rover vas but a mite in this huge sea of void." That's a
lot of void. all right.

Jason overhauls Karkis; they argue ayhide, and that's quite a bit of
void also. Karkis returns Tanya to Jason on Jason's prouise not to bother
him gny more. Well, that's about as convincing as the rest of it, I sup-
pose. Such as the natives of Planet Zero: "Robbed of their scientific
magic, all of which he had taken into the Steel Box with him" for example.
Is this gs idiotic to you as it reads to me?

The Steel Box turns out to be "a cube, its dimension gbout twenty feet
in all directions", which is pretty sloppy geometry. As Jason agttacks it
with his sonic drill, Karkis attacks him with a mobile tank. "Obviously the
Veiusian had set up a strong base on the opposite side of the 8teel Box".
Jason had landed half a mile from the thing obviously coming in from under-
ground, or how did he miss seeing this strong base, or the tank for that
matter? Or maybe, under the circu:stances, the question is: how did he find
the planet?

Jason wind, Tenya wvins, aitruism wins, the natives win ---- only the
good ngme of science-fiction loses. and harkis. And Amazing Stories, one
reader.

*Do not flush the coummode while the ship is standing in the spaceport,

because the men who ply the spaceways have their eyes on the stars. The
SECOND Commandment of Space! So there,
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The Mighty Mountain! Rainier is its name. A
Named for a man of dignity and fame &
Who never saw it! He never came i
To look ugpon its majesty and splendor. /
Its Indian name Takhoma, the "Mountain that was God,"
They stood in awe beneath its shoulders broad,

Though on its mighty flanks they never irod,

Did honiage reader. ' //,——~’;::L
, Ny P
The Indiens loved it, feared it, and adored Qk{;._ A 5
The piled up rock that to the heaveas soared R o ool

And reared its snowy crest where wild winds roared
And screamed 'mid icy czves,

But never Iadians would the venture make

To climb the siopes and cliffs; nor would he take ‘.qcﬂﬁ
The dangerous chances that the white men take

To teli a tale of their adveinture brave.

Perhaps then elders told a tale of woe,
Of fires rising and the overflow

Cf leva which adowvm its slopes did go.
Rivers of red hot lava, huning: /.
Destroying all their villages and trees. /:/°
And tho the Mountain god they would appease

Tales of desclation such as these /f37,; ;
Keep them frcm returning. ,aﬁyﬁ/v

The Mountain rises high asove the ancient hll1
To gaze upon the fields of daffodils, o
The rivers, vaterfalls and tumbling rills
That fliow so far beiow;
Tremendoas forests rising to grest belghts,//
real trees bespeask antiquily and might Vi

In wiich our modern peovle take delight ///

Stand there row on row. £ /

{
The creeping glaciers flowing down its 51das b

The ruin of its erugtion surely Lide; Y r&’
For beauty stretches ndow both fzr =nd wide ‘<%€4“
O0f serenity and pesace. B &

Across the miles we gaze uron its crest,
The loveliest mouatain found throughout’ the West,
And feel our country surely is the test
Where troubles find surceace.

Ok mighty lountain, agcs have you stood
Smiling dovm on lake and sir=aa1 end wood.
You must have measura talkin and found it good,
For this the messsgs tha’s you send abroad; . v
When we are gone, stiil steszdfast you will stand .. \
And send these wo.nds afea: acress the land, W'
The words you send to clieer our loyal band el
Are these: "Be still, =nd inow that I am God!"



\

Some people read Greek history just vefore retifiné. Some prefer warm
milk. MMe, I like herror stories. TFrom the deiiciously consumsated ironies
in current LONDCN EYSTERY MACAZINZ, to the somewhat less artistic but no
less blood-curdling pieces in old TERICR TALSS and THRILL{NG MYSTERY .

LS
; \
These plus steaming coffee well laced with raw sugar spell instant
sleep --- or a darned reasonable facsimile thereof. 1

i
Many's the time I've awakened at three ayem, the room ungodly hot or
unbearably cold, a dry coffee cup beside my head, a clinker-encrusted pipe
beside it, a cat asleep on my chest, and an old battered issue of some hor-

N ror pulp under me, or lying on tbe Iloor. Besides the flavor of coffee
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& and cat fur, there inches back into mind the recollections of some well=~ f
¥ turned figure of speech from the magazine. liaybe it's something like, "a -
@ gibbous mocn," or perhiaps "his lusc-sodden lins," or it may be "it made a -
&  deafening hiss."

B o O e e et

Things like that are memorable; there is just no getting around it.
Fascinating and culture-developing. 4And a certain cure for insomnia.

But recently I came ugon a story so spellbindingly unique in its off-
orts tc provide a veritable thesaurus of figures of speech zbout the work-
ings of one human mind, or at least the reactions of one mind, that darned
if T could fall asleep before the znd. It is a nine or tan thousand word
plece called STAKEC FCR THS RESTLESG by D.L. Jomes, in the ilay, 1937, issue
of THRILLING MY3TERY, a horror pulp w.ich adapied itseX to changing trends,
and like DIME MYSTERY, survived the boom-iowsring on horror pulps in 1940
and 1941 that spelt death for otiers.

Riffling through STAKES FCR THE RESTLEIS sgain, I find on page 92, "My
thoughts were a morbid jumble, the blood beating turiously at my temples."
Iniocuous enougi, is it not? =------ unless, like me, you can perceive that
here, at least, is a story that is going to make you THIVK, or think about
thinking at any rate.

Blam! Farther on page 92, "enger...cwirled within my hot skull,”
splats you like a wet towel in a barber shop.

By now your eyes are fully hzlf-mast, and race on to page 94 where they
skitter to a halt with, "...voicing thoughts that were but the turgid seep-
age of a raw end festering brszin." My goodness, 211 tais in one story?

With one eye now proudly suprorting an arciied evebrow, we hurry to page
95 where sgain we rind "doubt festeriiug irn my trala..."

4 tcuch of disinfectant, nore wcrds, =zad zage 956 reveals that "Chaos
ruled my brain..." as a conseguencs, = bii further "(Memories) Lurned in my
brein...." Still further, "Agzin che blood was throkbing in oy temples, my

scalp a tightening, burning bsnd oI sieel,"

A quick messege with chipped ice, znd we prcceed to page 97. "Thougnts
of Drusills seethed like boiling lye within my sixull." Cold lime juice for
this one, end next we're coniréntsd with "lords (t;at) begt wildly through
my brain liks bursting bubbles on some brimstone lake of hell fire." Natur-
ally we ignore the fevered swest thst breesks 0ut, bdurning our eyes, for as
we continue we find thet "Suddealy ny brain secthed and 1 uttered a strang-
led cry."
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Ughkhhhh!

Dare we continue? We peek into page 98 and learn that "In a hot, mad
stream the blood boiled through my arteries."

Thus reassured that this is not a strictly localized condition, we
learn on page 99 that our dauntless protagomist is the master of his fate.
"ict throbbing in the band of my tightening scalp warned me to think no
longer."

And, like him, we think no longer and read on. "My hot eyes burned
down on that mound of raw clay."

But that method of heat transfer results in but temporary alleviation,
for suddenly on page 100, ".....madness.....clanped down on my brain like a
gigantic sgueezing hand."

While we stagger under this sudden onslaught, we forget about his other

hand ——=——e—- the soft left: "Poisonously, his full meaning filtered slowly
through my brain." Drip, drip. &nd =—- watch out, there's that right hand
again! "....l was reeling madly through the darkness, trying to outrun the

ghastly horrors that crept like maggots over the inflamed cortex of my fev-
erish brain."

Yes, all this on page 100. And whilst pondering the enigma of "reeling
madly" proving slower than "crept," the page slips over to 102, and find
the maggot repellent: "I looked at the green flame from the tiny gems, and
as I looked that green flame burned into my brain," And to rid the green
flame, "With thet hot flame of hellfire biting deep into my brain....." is
again at hand,

A man can stand only s0 much of this sort of pushing around. After a
while he's bound to get mad about the whole business. Page 104 bears this
out with, "Cold anger began to still the mortid chaos of my thoughts."

So with cool breezes uhistling cheerfully through the seared holes in
the hero's craniug and doubly reassured on page 106 with his owmn diagnosis,
", e...my brain simmering," we leave this long-suffering but triumphant head
for never, bloodier heads =--- and happier naps.

Good night, all.

(THE END)
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"It doesn't sound so bad to me."

"0Oh, you're a girl, Melakwa, and girls want to settle down." They

turned  to_ the right when they encountered the slope of the curbing. i
guess 1'd like to settle down” some day, but first I want to get out and feel

the world., Climb the Himalayas, crouch under Victoria Falls, even sail to
America in a boat, I'd like to touch the great sequoias, and hear the roar
of rivers that no man ever found before and trap animals that never evolved
in Australia. I want to feel the winds of the Gobi on my skin, and smell
the jungles of the Congo."

"I'1]1 bet the Congo smells just like Java, and I'll bet you couldn't
tell the difference between the Gobi and the Great Sandy."

"Just the sazme, there'd be the sense of accomplishment., --But a girl
wouldn't understand."

"Yeah," she said. "It makes me shiver to think of walking in a strange
place, even here in Australia, with no one to guide you, and no warning of
what you might run into."

Shuksan was leading their aimless wandering toward the airport. When
the concrete under their feet turned to hardpan they veered to anchor safe-
ly behind the wire screen, where they could feel the blast of an airship's
propellors as it warmed up.

"Wwhat do you think of jet propulsion, Melakwa?"
"I don't know; what should I think?"

He gripped the screen. "It excites me," he saeid. '"Now we can go as
high as we want to. There's no ceiling, like on dirigibles."

"Whatever do you want to go high for? There's nothing to feel up there,
except the chill, and you can get that in a siorage locker."

An airship drifted overhead, scunding for its altitude, and they ducked
instinctively.

"I think you'd feel like you weighed less. You know Elvwha's formula-
tion bodies attract each other with a force inversely proportional to their

distance squared. Well, the farther you got from tne ground, the less you'd
weigh."

“Oh, silly, that doesn't apply to the world! His formulation was based
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on experiments with masnets and with little pith balls.®

"The world's a big ball, isn't it? I'll bet if you got far enough
avay from it, you cowld tell the difference."

"I wouldn't want to,"

They continued for some time in thess discordant remarks, till Melakwa
became worried and steered him bodily awey,; Jn the hope that the conversa-
tion would follow suit.

Shuksan said, "I Xnow a oplace T'd like to go, right here in town.
Let's visit Kaniksu's gre=nhouse. I lixe the stmosphere there, and old
Kaniksu always has something interesting to bring up."

Kaniksu was in his trorvical rocm, making notes in a plasticene tablet.
He greeted the young people warmly, and had them smell and touch the latest
addition to this colleclion, some orclkids irom a newly discovered island
group in the middle of the Pacific.

As they were talking about the newscasts on this discovery, Shuksan's
hands chanced on the plasticene tablet, e&ad st the first break in the con-
versation he asked about i<,

"You're right, that's nothing to do #ith my hobby. 1I've been making
some calculations based on these photographs.” He nauled some plates out
of a cabinet. "My real work, you know, is the electromagnetic spectrum,
specializing in the portion of it that aifects sensitized pletes."

Shuksan ran his fingers over a vlate. "This doesn't feel like a com~
pression of anything I'm familiar with," he said. "iiore like a bad job of
wall plestering."

Kaniksu laughed. "You couldn't be further off," he said. "Sit dowm.

"Did it ever cccur to you that we're preity limited in our means of

investigating nature? Anything we can't reach and touch, we don't know much

about. Oh, we'd know i there were a roof over our heads, because we'd hear
the echo -="

"We'd know,it too when we tried to send up an airship," Shuksan remarked.

"Yes, but I'm thinking now about tiie way men started out, If they

couldn't cliwmb a mountain, they had no idez what was on top. Out on the
open seg they never knew what they'd find when they ventured into uncharted
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areas. No people there to tell them. Take the islands these orchids came

fron. Before the days of airships and sonar, they'd never have been dis-
covered unless some ship actusglly grounded there, and chances =re, no
one would've lived to tell the tale. Now we've covered the world with a

pretty fine network of exploration, but who movs what else there might be
around the world, up where the weather comes from?

"Let's imagine we're other creatures ----- birds, say, or dogs. Maybe
they have other senses than ours. You know hov dogs seem to know what's
going on at a distance. And it's definitely established that one bird, the
homing pigeon, can feel electromaginetic vibraticns of a guite high frequen-
CYe Those might enable an animal to 'hear' tine shape of objects, 'feel’
them at a distance you might say, 1like sonar feels the contours of the
ground. Parts of nature uaknown to us might be part of the everyday enwir-
onment of such an animal."

"where would such parts of nature be?" asked Shuksan.

"Oh, alongside our world in space, or perhaps occupying the same space,
and not perceptible to our senses."

Melakwa scoffed, "You're letting your imagination run wild."

"There's the sun," Kaniksu replied. '"We feel its emanation, we've
photographed it, we've even analyzed its chemical makeup. But we don't
know what it is, how big or how far away, or what keeps it running. We
probably gouldn't touch it eand live. Perhaps if ve had other avenues of
sensory perception -—-

"It's even possible that some man might be born with sense organs that
men never had before, which could detect the shorter electromagnetic vibra-
tions, The mad son of the last king, if you've read about him, claimed to
have a strange new sense in his optic glands, which might have been like
that, You may think that flesh and blood couldn't take the place of a ra-
dio's tubes and grids, but rewezber how the homing pigeon reacts to broade
casting stations."

[
"Now I know what made the prince crazy," Shuksan cracked. "He heard
static all the time!"

Melakwa asked, "But what does all this have to do with your photographs?"
"Um, I guess I've wandered from the subject." Kaniksu picked up a

set of plates and fingered the little rough places on the top one. "I only
intended to prepare you for the idea that there may be important things in
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nature that have escaped notice up to now.

"These photographs were made with the aid of a set of lenses pointed
at the weather-world at night, set for getting a compression of anything an
unlimited distance from them, I was cooperating with Willapa, in the North
American colonies, in photographing that new body, the sunlet, that you may

+ have heard about. It continually goes around the world, as the sun appar-

ently does, but not so fast, so that half of the time it's in Australia's

¢ half of the weather-world at night. It's nearer to us than the sun, also."

"I didn't know that," said Shuksan.

"Oh, yes. The shutting off of the sun's emnanations, that first brought
it to our attention, was caused by the sunlet passing between us and the
$Un What Willapa and I hoped to do vas measure the angle between a line
*0 the sunlet and a horizontal line, from twc points on opposite sides of

. *“he world, and thus get data for constructing a triangle which would give
- us the ratio between the sunlet's distance and the world's diameter. We
- believe we succeeded; at least we estimated its distance to be around a

¥ quarter million miles by this method. We've never been able to form an es-

- timate of the sun's distance by that uweans, so ve infer it's much farther

away. A8 a check on that estimate of the sunlet's distance, I've found that
the sunlet's motion around the world, subtracted from the sun's motion,
gives approximately the speed a body that far away would have to maintain,
to stay perpetually falling around the world, as indicated by Elwha's form-
ulation."

He paused to see if Shuksan would demand clarification, While Melakwa
vas yawning, the boy's breathing indicated he was all attention, but he did
not interrupt.

"Hovever, you're getting me off the track again. These plates, One
time, in running my photoelectric cell over the ground glass that I use in
getting the lenses, I located the edges of the sunlet's disk easily, indi-
cating that the lenses were properly set; ait I also noticed the cell giving
out several whines as I passed it over portions of the glass that shouldn't

have been touched by the sunlet's emanations. I found that the cause of
these whines was localizing on the glass, as if other, smaller sources of
vibrations were affecting it at these spots, The disturbances were very

slight, and had no effect on the plates I exposed to photograph the sunlet;

but I guessed that a longer exposure of the plate might catch an impression

of them, Jjust as a longer exposure was necessery to photograph the sunlet
than to photograph the sun. Since these pointesources moved through the

weather-world about the same way the sun and sunlet do, we made a machine o

keep the lenses pojnted at them for hours as they moved.
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"Those plates you have are the result. As soon as I discovered that
there vere point-sources of vibration like this all over the weather-world,
not merely the zone around the sunlet, I set my staff to work on photograph-
ing ‘the whole weather-world, and got some help from Tasmania as well as
North America,"

He brought two hollow hemispheres out of the closet and handed them to
Shuksan and Felakwa. "To swurarize our findings, we discovered that the
world is completely surrounded by dozens of these spots in the weather-
world, and they're farther away than we can measure. We've coined the word
'sunlings' for them. It's easiest to think of the sunlings as points on an
imwense shell surrounding the world and the weather-world, and rotating
slowly around it. Their location on that shell with reference to each other
is definite and fixeq. It's represented by the bolts stuck in those models
you have in your hands. As you can tell, they foru no recognizsble pattern.

"YWo assume that the sun as well as the sunlet is inside this shell,
though we don't know., But the sun changes its position against this shell
from day to day --- vhich is fortunate, since its emanations excite the agir
too much for us to photograph sunlings in the daytime. In the course of a
year the sun gets back exactly to its starting place on the shell, and
meanwhile we've photographed the whole shell,

"These discoveried have explained a number of phenomena on the world
that we formerly thought couldn't be reduced to less arbitrary terms. Jn
particular, there are the ocean tides, which go through a cycle of neap and
spring tides every fourteen days or so. We've found that the waters are
attracted to the sunlet and sun, fitting Elwha's formulation, When the two
bodies are in line with us, spring tides vccur; when they pull on the world
at right angles to each other, there are neap tides."

He paused. "I said that the sunlings are definitely located on the
hollow shell with reference to each other, They don't change their relative
positions, But three of them do. They wove in curved paths, taking the
field defined by the others as constant, and eventually will return to
their starting points and repeat the process. There are reasons for belie-
ving these wandering sunlings are detectzble only because they bounce back
emanations from the sun, while the other sunlings are hot little suns them-
selves, It follows that they may well be an entirely different type of
body. Here's a mathematical statement of the courses they pursue." He
handed Shuksan a permanent metal bar with equations embossed on it,

Shuksan ran his fingers over it a vhile, then gave it to Melakwa, who

handed it back to Kaniksu, "I'm not famwiliar with some of these expres-
sions," the youth said, "In words, what do the equations mean?"
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Kaniksu said reluctantly, "The only way to tell you in words is to
state our conclusions. Their patlis in the weather-vorld are as if they
pursued circles around the sun, while the sun revolves around the world,
the sunlet circles the world slower than the sun, and the hollow shell re~
volves a little faster.

e e ot S ol

"Bear in mind that the sun may be a very long distance off. Now, the
path of one of the wandering sunlings would ssem to tale it between the sun
and the world, a&nd the other two circles botiy tae sun and the world, with
the sun as the center of tieir circies. I have just finished comparing the
relagtive distance of each or tiese sualings from the sun, with the time it
vill take each to circle the sun completely. It appears that in each case,
the time is the same iunction oi the distence. It fits jn very nicely with
Bilvha's formulation, iandicating that these little bodies are continually
falling around the big sun, whoss atiraction holds tuem in circular paths
sround itself. Do you see the catch?" £
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The sudden yuestion surprised Shuksan. "I don't know what you mean,
except that the sun must be a very massive body to affzct onjects as far
away from it as these sunlings aust be,"

"Good, as far as it goes. But vhy doesn't the vorld exert more influ-~
ence than the sun on these wandering sunlings, especially the two which
sometimes pass on the opposite side of us from the sun, end at that time
must be closer to us than to the sun?"

"ou've ot me. What's the answer?"

Kaniksu handed back the bar. "dotice the final statement agrin, That's
the simplest way of expressing the wovewent of all bodies concerned. It
introduces a new variable, W, representing the position of the world. As
the simplest expression of the motions, this is the one we should adopt,
following the rule of winimum arbitrary cunstanis."

"yhat does it mean?" asited lielskuna, trying to seem interested.

Shuksan answered slowly, "It seeus to say that the sun and the hollow
shell stand still but the world spins at the rate of once a day and the
sunlet revolves around the world, while the world and these wandering sun-
lings all move in couaceatyic circles arcund the sun. It infers from this
that the sunlet is & fracvion as large es the werld, but the sun is many
times larger than the world."

"Well done, Shuksan," szid Kaniksu. "That's right. There are other
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ways of systematizing the motionsg but they involve more complexity of move-
ments, and more arbitrary constants."

"Now you're talking like a tone-deaf mathematicien," Melaltwa exploded.
"The m. a. a. rule is just a guide to finding the simplest explanation for
things. But you come up with a theory that has the whole world moving
around the sun, because you find some bumps on your photographic plates,
and you say we have to adopt that -- that construct!"

Kaniksu stroked her arm for silence. "I don't say that's the only
correct way of looking at it. You may have heard of the principle of rel-
ativity, which physics borrowed from economics. It would be equally valid,
on the basis of this data, to say that the world stands still and the sun-
let, sun, and sunlings all revolve around it — creating arbitraries to ex-
plain the motion of these wandering sunlings. In a sense, size itself may
be relative, and such a description might be merely like another position
of the same structure.

"But what you really object to is the idea that the world under our
feet is smaller than a body in the weather-world, and I must tell you that
things act as if that is the case. The sun is certainly larger than the
sunlet is, and the sunlet's effect on the tides shows that it alone is so
massive that the world and it must move around a comuon center of mass
which is a long way from the exact center of the rorld. Once grant that the
world moves, and why shouldn't you adopt this simple, sun-inethe-center
formulation?"

Shuksan spoke up,., . "Sir, this structure seems to imply that these wan-
dering sunlings are bodies of the same size as the world."

"The same order of magnitude anyway."
"Then they're other worlds?"
"That would seem to be the case."

"Isn't the night air nice?" said Melskwa as they left the greenhouse.
She tipped her face to catch the breeze.

"Yes," said Shuksan agreeably, but he was thinking: "I hope Melakwa
doesn't take it too hard when I go away to jet school. I can't have any
woman around my neck, if I'm going to be the first man to set foot on ano-

(Kl
ther world! THE END
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I work for the company and the company ru}es the world, which is as it
should be. Lately, however, I have been beset by Doubts. When the Company
had the world's greatest philosopher-poet drawn and quartered for throwing
a gum wrapper into the Garbage bin instead of the Trash bin, 1 wondered.
When I saw the Company President's children wading in champagne while mil-
lions starved, I was confused, When the Company's bailiffs repossessed my
wife because I made a payment only three days early instead o the customary
full vweek, a question began to rise in the back of my mind.
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I've worked for the Company since I was three years old. I'm not one
of the Top Men, but I'm on the staff of one of the next-to-the-Top-Men.
This makes it plausible for the Author to give, through me, a panoramic
view of our society from Top to Bottom. So, after twenty-five years of
faithful service, the question that arose in my mind when ny wife was re-
possessed was:

"When is Paydzy?"

It isn't quite that simple, of course. Nothing is ever quite that
simple. There zre five hundred years of deep and »rofound social develop=
ment that evolved my Society from yours, you primitive. There are signifi-
cant trends in your own Society that would iadicate the eventual dominance
of the Company, had ycu bui thie wit to see. There are subtle and complex
reasons wiiy the Company was bound to come cut on Top. For one thing, it had
all the loney.

It's not so much that the Company repossessed my wife; after all, she
was kind of a slob, even if she was a viceOpresident's daughier. Oh, she
was beautiful enough. Jutelligent, too. Passionate. Wonderful sense of
humor., A perfect mother to our ci:ldren, who also vere repossessed, about
six months before the story ovens, for keeping a library book overdue. But
with all that, she was a slob. Don't ask re g lot of stupld questions; just
take my word for it.

No, it was more than that. Maybe it was the morning the transport
system broke down vhen I was on my way to the Office. I had to walk along
the Commonways and for the first time in 211 too many vears, I saw - really
Sau == all the Ljttle People of tue city. Oh yes, all my life I had known
they were there holding up the Foundations of Society, but now I saw them
as they reslly were ——~ Little. 4nd I wondered. I wondered, why don't the
Little Teople ever get to be Big People? Little People are =211 well and
good, but two feet tall? As they scurried around, their heads bumping a-
gainst my knees, I wondered about this. Sometining, I felt, should be done.
Such as keeping the transport system cperaztive so that Junior executives
wouldn't be subjected to this sort of thing and get all shook up like that.

I finally reached the office, that orning. After the usual genuflec-
tions to the local representatives of the Mezin Office, I crawled bare-kneed
over the cindered zisie to the desik of the local lisnzger. Much as I dislike
reaching for quotation marks, the locgl Lanager said, "I have a mission for
you.

"Phere are indications of unrest suong the sasll stockholders glong the



lower Fiduciary delta,” he grimaced. I understood him perfectly; he could
say more with a grimace than anyone I ever Xnew, Never said a word; Jjust
grimaced. "Agitators have been caught turning down the volume controls of
their 3V sets., In the old days, this would happen occasionally; people
would turn the volume up for the program and down for the commercial. But
now that it's all commercial and no programs, we can't afford this sort of
thing. iNext they'll be bootlegging pitultrin to the Little People, and the
food supply would give out. I think you know what to do," he grimaced,
handing me an advance copy of the second installment so that there could be
no question about it.

Debarking from the treansjet liner, as the setting sun reflected from
the waters of the lower Fiduciary, I was met by the usual venal Local Rep-
resentative whose enthusiasm for the Company had waned as badly as mine is
liable to do ©before this mess is over. I never did get his name quite
right, as all my attention was focussed uron the Girl who joined us just as
he was introducing himself. AR, Insol of the Underground -- Insol Vent, she
was, before the editor changed it %o something more sexy for the paperback
edition.

Insol wasn't exactly beautiful, or particularly intelligent, but she
was very, very passionzste. Or else she had a terrific sense of humor, one
or the other, because she was always telling dirty jokes, 3uch as what the
blonde stockholder said wlien she received her littls dividend. Oh, if this
wasn't a family magazine —!

I hated her on sight. This was stupid of me; I knew what the author
had in mind, sending me down here into the boondocks and throwing her at me
like that, But you can't get four installments out of a deal like this
without a litile extraneous conflict, so I hated her anyway. I hated the
way her hair hung down over her eyes. I hated the way it hung down over her
nose. I hated the way it hung dowa over her mouth, so that I couldn't
understand a word she said. I wished she would get the hell up off her
hands and kness. Boy, isn'v this Virile Prouse for you?

So that's why I turned =zaiast the Company and joined Insol and her
subversive group in their attempts to overthrow the Company's control of the
world. The author wrote it like tiiat; that's why.

When I got in on the inside of the U,derground and had all the lowdown,
I escaped out from under and took all tnis vital information back to the
Company's Main Office, It didn't do me any good. The Company was willing
to make me vice-president, rererossess my wife back to me on receipt of the
missed payments plus interest, and let us go on vacation for the duration
of the entire final instsllment of the story. But the author wouldn't go
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for it. At his instigation, I delivered an obscene harsngue to the Board
of Directors (which will avpear in fuik in the paperback edition), fought
my way out of the Hain Office with a bail-point sidearm, &nd entered the
third installment at the point of death from multiple stapler wounds, stag-
gering into the Underground Headquarters for succour., Insol was lsft in the
clutches of the Courany's bziliffs after an ill-directed attempt at my res-
cue. She couldn't see vhere she was going, of gourse, and she hated my guts
as badly as I hated hers, but this author is truly an obstinate type. Res-
cue he sgys and rescue it is. Big deal.

I hardly had time to digest the symopsis end orient myself before the
Company mounted en stteck on U G K Q to rescue me. I was beginniang to feel
like Mister Sitting Duck of 2455, This attack was led by my wife, whose
contract had been pzid off by the Company presicdent for consiaerations that
would turn the stomsch of any civilized man —-----~ she taught Lim canasta (a
Webster classic).

She stormed into my sickroom, jammed a thermometer under my tongue and
g revised script into my hand, send grated, '"Cheese." The photographer
thaniked her and left.

Well into the third instaliment, with the plotline relatively undevel-
oped and loose threads hanging out all over end tangiing ti:ings, the action
picked up with a smasi.

"Hunch down, dammit," said the overseer. "How are you going to learn
what it means to be one of the Little People, really one of them, if you
don't hunch down more?" I could not ancwer him; truly I could not.

We crert along the tunnel. FKachkine gun bullets vhistled overhead, one

of themn <£lishtly offkey. W['1ll aleays love you," I shouted against the
noise. "Yhat did you say your name wzs?" '"Jou're not really sincere," she
said. "Tnis is merely vpart of the repidly developing plotline." I petted

her reassuringly on the revolver,

"Tou have betregyed the idezis of the Company," said the Compsny Pres-
ident reassuringly, patting himself on the revolver. "The Company rules the
world, which is as it chould be. Hzven't you read any of the story at all?"
"T will never betray the underszround," I retorted, "Not again, I won't."
The girl with the mad eyes slashed me across the antrims with a copy of
Pegnic. For this I had dessrted a secure position with the Comvany. "I'll
have to think it over = litfle more," I terporized.. Where was Insol? Vhere
was my rerepossessed wife? VWhere vas thie nemeless girl of the tunnel? .

"Here I am derling,' she szid., 'You're safe again. The Bowb was a
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dud," No more so the plotline. "Je'll never be separated egain," she
breathed. The next momeat shz was dashzd to her death on the rocks a thou-
sand feet below. Wha a lousy cynic “act zuthor is; the poor kid didn't
even have a naue yet ¢ he knocks her ollf.

With daredevil valor, overcoming impcossible odds, I won to my old desk:
"Fire the Tierra del Fuego agent, Miss Arzglebargle," I barked. "Sell three
thousand widows and orphans, assorted, to the Southern Cartel," 1 said,
keeping in character. "Don't let enybody into this room: there is a plot
afoot, and I don't want any of the plotters to get at my bicycle." As the
final installment opened, there was a brainshaking clamour all about; the
Underground had come through. Into my shielded, guarded, protected, impreg-
nable, soundproof office surged the Underground: the hopeful idealists, the
frustrated hopefuls, the embittered frustrates, the idealistic embittereds.
What a vicious circle this had become.,

All factions beat at me with their arguments, their ideals, their emo-
tions, their short lengths of bicycle tire. From my own bicycle.

"Darling, we can be together through all amortization, until the end
of depreciation," said my rerererepossessed wife. (You missed one turm, but
it*s all in the paperback edition.) "Think what the Company can do for you;
think of you twenty-five years of service. Tpink of all that Money."

Insol stepved forward. For the first time I saw her face; someone had
given her the front half of a crewcut. Mice, apparently. "Come on," she
said, "be a Hero. What do you think we have been saving you for through
three-and-a-half instzllments. Besides," she blusied, "I'm what the French
call enceinte,"

"what? That's impossible. We haven't --"

"I know," she agreed. "I don't understsnd it myself, but it's probably
in the paperback edition. So come on, boy, do something. What does it take
to get you off your lead-lined duff?"

Actually, that was just agbout 211 it took. I consigned Insol to the
Company's borscht mines, signed a guitclaim deed at s discount to allow the
rererererepossession of my wife, moved up four steps in the Compan¥'s hier-
archy by virtue of the author's geoodwill, telegraphed a wreath to the un-
marked grave of the nameless girl of the tunnel and cliff, and settled down
to a quiet but rewarding life of sin with my secretary, Miss Lrglebargle.
The Company rules the world, which is as it should be.

THS END
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Randall iicCormick leaned back and smiled ia satisfaction. So far this
new job had be=n a larx. He glsaced at the rear view vlate. The two mil-
lion pounds of tea was riding along as peacefully as you could ask. The
biggest job so far had been to gather all that bulk out in space and lash
it together for the trip to Ceres. The Ceresns were getting this first load
as a complimentaxry introductory oifer in order to establish a monopoly with
the newly discovered race. It hed oniy been two weeks since the race had
msde contagct via radio waves, trough titey hLad opesn monitoring Zarth radio
broadcasts for centuries. This would be the first physical contact.
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Ee lovingly stroked the two pounds of tea riding beside him. These
two pounds were to be delivered to Jupiter in return for a full load of
pure Uranium.

Ceres now appeared as a bright disk directly in the center of his for-
ward view plate. It was time to slow down, decided Randy. He switched on
his redio hoping to contact the Cereans. He wished they had developed vid-
eocasting as he would,like to see what they locked like. though he had been
assured that they were humanoid.

"Earth transport vessel Tegbag celling planetoid Cerss," he intoned.

He flicked on tlie receiver and was rewarded by static. He glanced to-
ward the Sun. "Dz.arn that sunspot!" He turned the radio off.

An extremely wild rocky landscape presented itself. Randy looked this
way and that, Jo citles were visible, nor were any other signs of life or
civilization. Slighcly puzzled he ran in close to the asteroid and released
his bundle. He glanced at the mear view plate and satisfied himself that
the bundle was in an elliptical orbit. He then systematically searched the
little world. Tpis was quickly accomplished, as the total surface area was
only about a third that of the United States.

Randy was worried. He explored the planet again, slower this time. He
shook his head. He spread out his charts. He took readings of his position
from the view plates. No, he had not miscalculated. This was Ceres. Of
that there wes no doubt, But where were the Cereans? Where were their
cities? He turned on his receiver again, but was again rewarded by static.
The cone of radiation from the sunspot still enweloped Ceres.

Either the Cereans didn't exist at all, or they had buried themsglves
without leaving a single access tunnel, Randy shrugged his shoulders, He
was being paid to deliver two million pounds of tea to Ceres. If the Cer-
eans were not there to receive it, why that was none of his worry. They
wouldn't have any trouble locating e bulk that size. He couldn't waste time
vaiting for the sunspot to pass over.

He returned to the bundle of tea, put the nose of his spaceship agpinst
it and blasted away. Eventually the mass slowed down and floated gently
toward the rocky surface of Ceres. Rendy stayed long enough to see it come
safely to rest before he gunned his ship toward Jupiter.

As he approached the giant planet, he kept his videocast on. Though

only one other human being had ever visited Jypiter, the Joviens had devel-
oped many of the modern convenieinces of Earth civilization. The first Earth
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man to land on Jupiter had never returned, since his spaceship had been ir-
repairably damaged during its lending.

It was not until Jypiter occame a fievy red deserted landscape under
his eyes that an elfin-like face epveareld on the screen.

"You'll have to direct me to your locetion," Randy explained as he gave
the two pounds of tea a loving caress.

The little face smiled snd a half dozen fragile ganglia waved from the
top of its head. It's child-like chirping voice said, "You'll have to come
in closer. We can't see you anywhere,"

Randy rocketed in closer to the surface. Sweat appeared on his fore-
head. Circuunavigating Jupiter every thirty minutes at a hundred miles up
was tricky.

"Can you see me yet?" Randy asked hopeiully.
"Not yet."
Randy searched the landscspe for signs of civilization.

"T can't find any sign of you. I need some data as to your location.
Which moons can you gee from your position? How far are you from the red

spot?

The little face showad worry. '"lMeester Garrigan tried to tell us about
the moons and the red spot, but we still don't know what they are."

Rendy racked nis brain. The only landmark on the whole planet was the
red spot. Locating the Jovians was becocming more maddening than locating
the Cereans had been. His radiation detector buzzed almost continually, so
it wasn't any use irying to locate the stockpile of Uranium which the Jov-
ians had refined by some secret piocess.

The elfin face brightened. "Ferhaps if you couwld fly down just over
the tops of our trees vwe might catch sight of you as you flew by."

"Trees?" Randy gasped. "But - but ---"

At that moment the radio buzzed. "Central Earth Tea calling the space-
ship Tegbgg. Urgent!"

His boss. Randy pressed the key. "lcCormick here."



"fou bungling idiot," came the voice of his boss. "What did you mean
ly letting the tees shipment to Ceres fall right on top of a city and smother
hundreds of the natives? You've just caused an interplznetary war!"

AT You're kidding!"

"Like Hell I am. Hurrv up with thet Jovian run and get back here with
the load of Uranium. I thiank we're goners enyway, but if Earth gets the
Uranium e can at lesst put vup a fight."

Before Randy could answver there came an incredulous gasp over the re-
ceiver. "We gods," came the terrified voice. "The Cereans are here! The
whole city is being flattened esround me. We haven't got a chance. They're

maiing one awful lot of noise. It -—- it's unbelievable, but I don't see a
single one of the invaders. They're completely invisiktle."

"o vonder I had a tough time locating them," Randy observed.
"Hurry, for Heaven's sake. Aah --" Tnhe communication stopped.

The face of the Jovian shoved worry. "You'd better hurry and find us
We have the only usable Uranium on the planet." ¢

Randy remembered sowething sbout trees. He shook with uncontrollable
nervousness. "“How tall are your trees?"

"Oh, they*re very tall."

Rendy screamed. The only plants on Jupiter were less then an inch tall,
and they grew everywhere, The Jovizn on the screen was probably about a
millimeter high. According to Jovian communications the total population
was ony a few thousend. Now he knsw why they only needed two pounds of tea.

"What do ycu use tea for anyuay?" he asked.
"It's so nice and soft to sleep on,” the Jovian sighed.
Randy scéreamed again. There was no chance at 211 of finding them,
The sudden knowledge that he had brought ebtout Earth's doom was too
much for his strained nerves. The Teabag flew out of control, and as its
last wild gyrations carried it toward certain destruction, Randy decided

that this job wasn't quite as easy as he had at first thought.

THZ ZIND
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The patient who was scon to be released spoke to the attendant wno was
going off shift.

"May I speak to you for a moment?" he pleaded. He loocked around., There
was no one within earshot.

"Yes.!" The attendant buttoned his raincoat and looked at the elevator
indicator. He had just missed it.

"I'm going home tororrow," the patieat said. "I had a delusion, but
now I'm cured, and I can go to schonl =ad work, and eat andé sleep, Jjust
like anybody. Beczuse I'm cureu nowe I doa't have to look for them any
longer."

"Look for --?" The atteadant offered a cigarette to the patient, took
one himself, and 1it both with za air of cereful formality.

"The people. The peonle from home. That was my delusion, that there
were people from home right here, on this very planet, and I had to look
for them, I hoped they'd take me there with thsn., I wanted to go with them
very badly. I couldn't do auything bub lock for them --"
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"You mustn't get so excited.”

"] know I mustn't. It was just a delusion anyway." The patient ran
his thin brown fingers through his shert pale hair.

"Why do you want to talk tn me?"

"T just do. Please. I'll bzgin at the beginning. I think it was in
high school they first told us abjut Neagndetthal Man and how men wers de-
scended from ape-like ancestors, aad all that. I didn't{ say anything, but
I didn't believe it. I guess that was the beginning of my delusion, but it
didn't matter then."

"What did you think men was descended from?"

"Where, Maybe from apes, but not on tihis planet. I looked at the
pictures of reconstructions of Neancerthal kan and I didn't get any feeling
of kinship at all. He wasn't an zacestor. lie wasn't even a collateral
ancestor. I just knew it. Then suddenly I knew that man originated on g
planet belonging to another star. 0f course it was just a delusion, and
I'm cured now."

"Why are you telling me this?" The attendant looked around. Of course
there was no place to sit dowm.

"I just have to. Please. So then I forgot about it for a few years.
But last quarter I took a survey course in physical anthropology, and there
was a lot azbout the origins of men, I remembered this old delusion and it
got worse znd worse. It changed. I began to see, almost like a picture,
the home planet, It was bezutiful. Fumans had been living there for a
million years or more and they had finally achieved civilization., No var,
of course. Nothing to fight about. No g-vernment. No need for any, with
a completely civilized population. No iosaaity, no poverty, no cruelty.
Nothing but beauty and gentle ways music, ciliosophy and love. I can hardly
talk of it without crying. I kiaow it's just = delusion."

"It sounds monotonous." The attendant siifted from one foot to the
other.

"Perhaps. I've been to war, anc I don't think I could ever get tired
of peace. Real peace, hapyy peace. We don't have it on this planet that I
know of. Anyhow, a few months ago I suddenly seemed to realize that the
people at home had a very serious problem, Their fertility rate had been
dropping slowly for centuries, and they imew that eventually they would
become extinct unless something could be done. Without a government it took
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them a long time to do anything, but 2t last a plan was hit upon. At one
time they had colonized extensivaly but thz connection between home and
colonies had always been a tenuous one; and after their last war 20,000
years ago with the oldest colony, it had been broken off completely with
all of them., Can you imsgine 20,000 years of peace?"

"The plen?"

"One day while I wes eating dinuer it came to me that & ship had al-
ready been built and sent out. A party was to enlist volunteers secretly
from each of the colonies to zc ncme to live. It was thought that new blood
would probably renew the fertility of the race."

"Why secretly?"

"For fear. When dealing with savages one uses caution. The people
from home will be a very small party. They will carry no wegpons. They
will be defenseless, easily overrowered by force. Our people might not be-
lieve in the harmlessness of people with a tecianology capable of building a
starship. They might think their safety depended upon kiiling them off at
once. How can you explsin sight to 2 dlind men? How can you explain civi-
lization to the uncivilized?"

"You are very eloguent." The attendant stroked a ion-existent beard.

"I feel strongly about this. I went to go home very badly. I hoped
that if I could find thew I might perhaps be able to persuade them to take
me too. I was a fouol. It was all a delusion, and even if it hadn't been
they wouldn't have tcken me. They wouldn't want unstable types. They will
want the sainest pecple they can find, and even then perhaps they will be
importing insanity." The patient paused, gesped as if leaping into cold
water, end went on. "One of tane psrty wignt even work for a vhile at a
mental hospital, to learn something of our way of treating the mentelly
i11." The pstient's voice trembled. "But they wouldn't take me. Why should
they?"

The attendant looked at the pstient with a careful, anslytic kindness.
He was small and very thin, but wiry rather than frail. His large pale blue
eyes had the luminosity of the visionary ratier than the madmgn. His sxin
and the whites of nis eyes were clear and nealthy-looking, and he nad an
air of intense vitality. The zttendant made up his mind. "Clairvoyancy is

always a useful trait," he said. "T beiieve that there will be room for
you."
THE =D
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If the persons showm on the page of photographs occasionally appear a
bit on the negroid side, keep in mind that the photograrhs were originally
kodachrome slides, and under-exposed flesh tones had a tendency to show
dark on the blacl-and-vwhite prints.

TOP ROW

First picture; Don Ford, Famela Bulmer, Mrs. Ford, and Ken Bulmer (with
beard). Second picture; lark Clifton (left), and James Gunn. Third pie-
ture; Forrest J. Ackerman signing autograph. Last picture; Alderson Fry
(center).

SECOND ROV

First picture; Don Ford (with camera), and Robert Bloch. Second pic-
ture; Lloyd Eshbach (left), and Doc Smith (with book).

THIRD ROW

First picture; Anthony Boucher. Second picture; ilel Xorshsk and Zvelyn
Gold. Third picture; Mr. and lirs. E. E. Evans. Fourth picture; Rog Phillips
and Honey Wood (now lirs. Phillips). Fifth picture; TV man at the costume
ball. Sixth picture; Olgzley (back to camera), Anthony Boucher, and Mildred
Clingerman.

FOURTHE ROV
First picture; Jean Bogert. Second picture; Olga and Willy Ley. Third
picture; Honey Wood (in shadows by microphone;, Bob Tucker, and INoreen

Falasca. Fourth picture; P. S. liller. Fifth picture; Mary Southworth and
Karl Olsen. Sixth picture (below fifth picture); Ken Bulmer.

FIFTH ROW

First picture; Evan Appléman. Second picture; Bob Bloch. Third pic-
pure; Isaac Asimov. Fourth picture (below third picture); lirs. E. E. Smith
(far left), and Ed Wood (far right). Fifth picture; lirs. Ley (in white),
and Honey Wood. Sixth picture; Frenk Dietz.

BOTTOI ROU

First picture; larty Greenburg (1eft), end Bob Bloch. Second picture;
Fred Remus Jr. (far left), end L. Syregue deCamp {far right). Third pic-
ture; two extra-terrestrial pickets. Last picture; Gerry de la Ree (1eft),
and Mel Korshek (center).
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