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These firemen set fires

and what thev burn

66, my opinion
Fahrenheit 451
- mu only the heat thing tha

writing. rivilized nocial criticiam and imagina-
tive crealion, of the past lecade. In 145 p
liradbury liss made what well may be a final
ment on the dilemma of modern America
zalion. a siatemen thal puls the work of pr!vlmun
wrilern in the same general field completely in the
rhade. for my monev. I this story does not
come & clasnic it will only be because the irend
1o mereiriciousness sa brillianily pilloried in the
siory itself has gone s far 1hat we are no lon, .-f
mIIm! or ahle 10 accept so beauliful, so powe

a hook."—Gmarr CONKLIN, Calary Magazine

R (10 addition to Fakrenheit 451, ihe book eontains
two short but unforgettable siories.)
Y. Ta be prdlished: OCTOME 19

CLOTHBOUND EDITION - $2.50
PAPERBOUND EDITION - as¢

il

Mgm A magaificently llluatrated farerast of man's Rest irip
ta the maeen, even mare exicting than the memorable
féﬂ m@“ best-seller. Across the Space Frontier and presenied by
0{ the same distinguished 1eam of scienilsts and artiala—
including Willy Ley. Werner van Braun, Chesley Bone.
stell. How soon will we reach the moan? H;
< g2t there and how will we relum® This au
N 2 scientific book on Ihe subject answers these
< mora questions by (aking 1he reader on an imagined
< exploratory expedition 10 the moon — an expedition
which may well occur in reality within the next quarter-
Edited by century. A fascinating look inta the future, based an
solid. believable fact. Including some materiai from
x the secand famous Colliers symposium, rehaped a1 3

Cornelius Ryan con RS Tdraretive: ko asea it R
Octaber $4.50
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oLD
ONE

Mars was no longer dying. Mars wae dead. The 0ld Ons, drag-
ging his withered and orackead limbs acrose the red oxide sanda
of her dusty ocean-bottom, knew this all too well,

He had gone far sinoe bis home canal pool had finally dried
up, leaving nothing but arid desert for miles around. For a long
tima he had lived there by that swest pool, hig lower 1limhs im-
meressd in the 000l alsar water as the sun would sink benaath the
low hille to the weat, He would atand straight and tall, lifting
his arma to oatoh the laet rays of a sun too dietant for lifas,
and then laat out the night made deliciously entertaining by the
Wise One.

The Wise Ons was very very old; 80 0ld that he had lived
in the timee when the world, and her great-
est raoes had besn young, brimming with the vitality and eager-
nese to know cf youth,

They had known many thinge thaen, whioh were aven now lost
to the Wise Ons'se faltering mamory. Then had the race lived in
oltiea, built huge atona fortremssas, and - beat by far of all -
had their f111 of food and water.

But even thay could not find a way to save tha planst, or
themsslvas, Although their inatrumente told them thare were
other livabtle worlde, the religion forbade sugh a thought; for
they believed in their egotiam that Mare was the choaen planst,
and they the ochoaen life-form,.

Even a0, they oould not hava sapannad the distanas betwixt
the spherea, for there was no way.

The atars, knowing and laughing, had wshined down from
above; no, no, that wae wrong, tha Old One ramembered, Then thay
had twinkled, Now the pitiful atmosphare that olothed ths dead
world was baraely anough to etavs off the radiation of out-
er apace,

And there ware no other raasa. And very aocon, 1if he oould
not quiokly find water, there would be none at all.,..

Wearily he dragged himaelf forward. Singa he had foraeken
tha first oanal where he had been born, he had not ssan a drop-
lat of water. His whole body waa ouriously wilted, 3ome of him
limba ware aracked and bloatad; and he knaw they were dead, and
that thay had besen olossd off to husband the littls moisturs re=-
maining in hia body.

Suddenly he brightensd, His sense parceptiona told him that
ahead was another cenal, Perh

He hurriesd forward a
the ocoarse red dirt of the
the canal's brink., Thare was water!

Only a small pool whioh toe would dry out in time. But now
1t was salvation. Feeling osuriously weak, the 0ld One made his
'-{ [ tha aavern steps at one side. It w cool water. Grate-
fully he immersed his lower hedy in the poo alear depthas.

ing hia limba over
300on he #as leaning over




The sun had dieappearad baneath the deserts to tha wesat,
and all night beneath the aoftly glowing atars he atayaed tharas,
relaxing, He falt rested at last, Curioualy reated, and not oar-
ing eny more what happened. 4s {f nothing could happen any mors.

3trange thoughts persecuted hig resson, now, He gommsnoad
to wonder many things.......wes be the laat smmiesary of that
atrange ahemioal reaeotion called lifey Or did it exiast slas-
where? Thesa musinge wars dialoyal to his God, to the God of an-
olent Mara, but the 014 One no longer oared. The anailents had
taught that the God had areated but ons world, and graced only
it with life; that the Martisna were the ohoaen, areatad in nia
own imaga. Waa this egomania and naught else? For the firast time
the 0ld One doubted.

Would others somaday ooma to this world, asees 1ts oitiea
desolate and orumbling, amd think, "Who wae it who 1ived hars,
and died?” Would thay understand the writinge of the old race?
Would thay....

The 0ld One cesught himaelf. This, he told himself, was more
than futile speculation, it was disestrous to his pasca of mind.
Thare ware no othar racas.

4 rooket ship blasted down out of the blaok sky. it ocame in
nsar a aanal for a neat landing, and blagted to s halt about
2ifty feet from the depreassion, Men got out, garbed not in apacs
suits, but oloae woolan ard plastia garmaents, with air maaks.
The air here was unbreathably thin and extresmaly cold.

The orew of the ship aonaiated of nine man and & pilot who
waa the Qaptain. All were specialista in aome acienmtifioc field
or other, Thay ware ocoldly logiacal mscientiata.

But they were landing on Mars, the firat humana to parform
this astoniphing feat. 4nd it was oold.

"It's really aolder than I would have believed,” announcad
8gott.

Mayfiald agreed. "I wish wa oould have a fire, or some-
thing.”

®Qan't uae tha roaket fuel,” cautionsd Bedford.

“There ought to be somathing.”

"Nothing,” maid Mayfield glumly.

"Too much to bhope thaet therae's wood,” said Saott.

Burton, the biologist, replied. "Can't tell., Mara 1s vary
similar to Earth. Surprisingly aimilar. Exoapt for ths aouts laock
of moisturs, I would be inclined to think thare might be multi-
cellular vegatation of many kinde.®

®What about old atuffe"

"Let'a look around,” anawered Mayfield. "I shouldn't think
decay baoteria would find thie anvironment exaotly healthy, May-
ba there'll be aomething daad.®

"Don't oocunt on 1t," said tha biologist, But the othera
paid no attention, An hour bafore they had beep soientiata
Now....

They farmed out, the Oaptain accompenying them, It was very
aold, the thermo-insulation units hadn’t functioned as well
in the rigora of apaca am whan they were teeted under laboratory
oconditione, All during the long jaunt it had been sitnaer too hot
or too oold ,.,. mostly too aold. And they aouldn't use too muoh
energy hera. They had quite a wait befores Mara was in poeition

again.
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"Look at thia,* asid Mayfield. The others gathared around
bim. He wase staring at tha pool, ™Iz the water, 1lying on the
bottom, Looke 1ike logs. Woodi"

"Wall, what do y' know,"
eaxalaimed one of the man.

Another ehiverad bdlusly.

"What do you maka of 1t,"
Mayfiald inquired of the aston-
ished Burton, whoe bad baen
ocallsad over to witnegss the
f£ind,

Burton thought a minute,

Probably Mare was onoe coverad with foreats, and when the
water supply diminieshed, the trees 1literally "followed"the
souraes of drink, That is, the young tress sprouting near the
water thrived, and the othars died. ™Then, only tha ones living
in the pool could gat enough moisture. Pinally something caused
them all to dia.

"Either it was racently, in whioh case we ought to find
dead, dry trees socattared around away from the cenal, or it waa
a long time ago, and soma kind of preaervative in the pool kapt
the wood from diaintegrating.®

"Give ma a hend hare," said Mayfield, immereing & hand into
the water and grasping the end of s log. The others grapplad
with the reat of the tree-trunks and dragged them up out of the
watar onto the dry land. The liquid flowed down from them, run-
ning out of the wood's pores, and triokled back toward the mein
pool, sinking into the parched land bsfore reaching it.

An 1oy bresae ocame out of the west, and tha men shivared, 4
conple looksd longingly at the ship, whioh loomed agsinst the
aky like a huge out-of-place whale, Becsuss of ocomplications en-
route, tha haeat units would last only one-half of tha tims of
thair stay.

"Can't we hurry?" oomplainad Badford,

Joo0tt said, "Gat a torech, 80 we oan out thesas logse into
length.” One of the man obeyad, rumning for the ahip., "And leava
the heat unite alons,” 30c0tt yellad after him,

Ha looked down at the logs. "They'ra wat," he murmured.

“They'll dry,” e8aid Caldwell, looking down graadily at them
Cold had traneformed these twentieth-ocentury saisentiets into
aavagas a8 Burely &8 hungar or thiret.

"I wish Powlaer would hurry with that toroch,” one of the men
oomplainad.

Another raieed his voiae: "POW-W-W-W-LER-ER-ER-ER-R-R-RI"

“Take it emsy,” meid Captain Corrigan, eilent up to now,

"He'a probably at the heat-—=" baegan the othar.

"1 paid take it easy.” He tock 1t aasy.

"Hera he oomea,™ announced Mayfield.

Caldwell got a 1look at the leamsaned blue pallor of his
face, “He waa 4t the heat,” he oomplained., Corrigan heard and
kioked him in the laeg for quiet,

"Got it, Captain,” eaid Fowler, handing ovar the soetylens
torch to the other, ™“Had to look a bit,” he alibied.

“Hurry up," saeld Badford, rattling hia teeth togethar.

Corrigan turned on the torch, whioh wes brought along in
oasa of repaires such as metsorite performationa, and ita mharp
flame out through the thiock wood like butter, hisaing steadily.




"It's full of watar," B8aid Mayfield, moving oloaer to the
torch to get a littla of the heat, It was trus, Droplate of
watar oozad from tha out aides of ths sectiona.

%It won't burn,” yelled Burton arazily, "It'm too weti"

"Uge soma fuel, Captain,” yelled another. "That'll make
1t go."

"Quiat, you man,® warned Corrigan. "I'm running thia.”

“"He wants it for nimself, He kill—" sareamed ons of the
group, but bis neighbor in the orowd slammsd a bare fist againat
his ohin, Ha gaaped and fell to the ground, mot unoonscious, but
atunned.

Qorrigan went on ssvering foot long lengths from the log.

But it was very vary wat, It had
lain in tha pool a long time, and tne
f£luid had complataly saturated it. If
only thay bad soms dry wood, Corrigan
thoughteas.

"Mayfisld, go out of the canal
and around the epacaship; look around
and saa if you can find any dry wood.
Thera might be goma.™

Mayfield glanoad suapiciously at
hia suparior, but ha went,

" Captein,” Burton'es voiocse aams
next to his ear; "Captain, I doubt if
thera'll be any dry wood, There's a
prasarvative in that water. Bxolaita.
It's the bast preservative of living
material wa know of, but fatal to any
1ife if taken intarnally.

"That muat have besan what killed thass than.”

"Probably,® the biologiet mcknowladgad. "Tne water avapor~
ated and@ evaporatad sm time want on, until the dilution of
Exolaite in the water becams too high for the gontinued exiat-
enca of thesa., 30 they diad,"

" 0dd to find tkees hare on Mara,” aommented the Captain,
atill pavering the lengthe of wood.

"Not so. Againat Erobnhility, but by no meens imposaihla.
Naturally, they'ra mno in any manner raelasted to Tarrestrial
trees, In fsot there is much about theaes lower meations wniah
leads ms to beliave they aould move.®

"Boah!"

"They might even have been intelligent to aoma degres.”

"Imposaible."

fNot quits, OCaptain. You eapn't tall what'a impoesible and
what isn't on an alian planet, Here anything might go.”

"Well, may—"

He waa interrupted by & yell from 3o0ott. The othar men nad
laft, wandering around, searching for more material.

Corrigan switohed off the torch. "What ia it?"

"We've found something, Oaptain, Anothaer tree."

"0Oh,” murmured QJorrigan.

"This one's above wataer. Come ovar hare.”

The two men, Burton and Corrigan, left the socdden maas of
piled-up loga, whioch 4id not fraeeszs in spits of the sub-saro
temperature, becmuss of the Exolaite dieaclved in the water.

Thay joined the othars.

Mayfisld oama down to report no aigm of any dry logs, and
found the group atanding near anothar trae.

"What's this? he quaried.

®another one,” aaid Corrigan. "This one looks as 1if it Just
d1ed & faw dayas ago or ao. It hasn't aeven had time to fall over
into the pool. 1It's practically dry."

Ha bent over, switohed on the torah again. While the othars
took a firm grip on the trea, he Bsversd it st the water's rim,
Then they ocarried it over to where the ship stood. Thera he
burnt it into emaller atripa.

A8 he made tha laat aut with the flams, the wood oaught
fire, He fed amaller atripa to the smbyro blasa, which the
othera had broken from the other plecas.

It grew and grew, feeding brilliantly on the piecss of a
dead Martian. Ovar 41t the modden pleces wers dried, and toock




fire thamselvas,

The 01d One did not mind, It was according to hie ligy
to go up on & funaral pyrs like this, And anysly. his :;dygh::
suaoumbad to the poimson that night aa he maditated,

L
-
L

"Put mora wood on, Ceptain,® asked Fowler,
The QOaptein put more wood on,
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